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1. The Go8 - pel mes - sage sent — la ech - oed back a - gain, From lips in prayer and praise, 

2. The Ech - o from each heart, In an - swer to the call — Is, here am I, O Lord — 

3. Its echoing strains are heard From pal -ace and from cot — From lips of age and youth — 

4. Oh, let the Gob • pel sound In all the land a - broad. And send the ech - o round, 
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And this the sweet re - frain: That Je - bur died for 
Lo! at thy feet I fall; Thou Lamb of Cal - va 
His blood can cleanse each spot ; Dear Lamb of Cal - va 
In hon • or of our Lord^The I^amb of Cal - va 
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me — Dear Lamb of Cal - va - »y. 
ry, I trust a • lone in thee, 
ry, I come, I come to thee, 
ry, Has died to t«.^-'%«:5«^ *^>=*«^ 
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GLAD WE MEET. 

Ex. 31:14. 
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1. Glad we meet this Sabbath morning, And our voic-es join in praise, To the God of our sal- 

2. Teachers, we have come expect - ing The «w^t ^tb-ry to be told, Which we've often heard re- 

3. Join we now our voic-es sing - ing The gladv Vrailad of Christ our King, Who with arms of love ez' 
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va - tion, Who has blessed us 
peat - ed, But which nev - er 
tend - ed, Waits to bless oar 
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all our days, 
can grow old. 
of - fer - ing. 
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Give praise, glad praise, 

Glad praise, 



Tis the 
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give praise, 
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children's sweetest of - fer - ing, Give praise, glad praise To our Prophet, Priest and King. 

Glad praise, give praise 




1 — r r — , — p p p 



F? 




t 



^^ 



i 



Jno. W. Simpson. 
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1% Hark, the voic - es of the hap* - py throng I 
Thrilling strains from bounding hearts ascend, 

2. Wondrous sto - ry of the pre - cious cross,. 
Lift • ing up the world to God a^ - bove, 

3. Hearts on earth with ec - sta- sy now swell, ' 
Bansomed souls with those on earth re - joice, 
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How they swell the glad and joy - ous 
Praise to him whose reign shall nev-er 
How it saves the world from end-less 
Beaming with the light of Je - bus' 
An - gels list while we the sto - ry 



Heav n resounds in one 



har-mo-nious 



song! 
end. 
loss, 
love, 
tell; 
voice. 
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Sound the note of triumph near and far, Till every land shall greet the bright and morning star, 
Heathen tribes, with Israel's chosen race, A-scribe their full salvation to Jesus* wondrous grace ; 
Glo - ry, glo - ry, loud the chorus rings. The blessed choir of spirits the mighty anthem sings ; 
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Peace shall reign in every troubled soul, And Jesus' name, in glo 



>ry, tliro' 



every clime shall roll. 



Fromall empires and from unknown climes The sweet-toned^ellsare ringing the Gospel's blissful chimes. 
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Hallelujah I shout the rapt'rous strain. To Jesus, our Bedeemer, the Lamb who once was slain.. 
N JS - ^ h ' 



J^ fi^ f fl^ fi ^ 




i 



6 



Fanny Church. 



GOME JOIN OUB ABM7. 
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1. Will you come and join onr ar-my ? Will you fight for God and Truth ? Will you oome ? he calls for sol-diers, 

2. We have gird-ed on the ar-mor Of the ho • ly word of Ood, We are marching upward, onward, 

3. 'T is our Lord who is our Captain, And with him we can not fail, Ev - en when the fight is hot-tes^ 

4. He will give us grace to conquer, He will keep our souls from harm. When the conflict ra - ges hot-test, 

5. We shall be at last tri-umphant. We shall wear the victor's crown. And with-in the ho - ly cit - y. 






|c=Se 



5E=p: 



f 



1*=fe 



irir 



f 



^ 



CHOBVS. 



f4^^; /;itHt?^-Jdi^ 



gaj;Hi#toa 



Give to him your early youth. 

In the way the saints have trod. 

And our crafty foes as-sail. Glo-ry, glo-ry, wo are marching on, Glo-ry, glo-ry, shall be all our 

By his own al-mighty arm. 

We shall lay our armor down. 
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song ; We are loyal soldiers. Under Christ's command ; Ours the blood-stained banner Of Immanuel's land. 
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THE CHRISTIAN'S WORK SONG. 

« Qo ye also into the vineyard."— Matt* £J : 7. 



R. Q. Staflbb. 
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1. ChristianH, lol the fields are whitening For the harvest of the Lord; 

2. Onward, Christians, still press onward, Singing sweetly as ye go ; 

3. Christians, lo ! the dawn is break-ing Of a clear-er, bright-er day ; 

4. Gird-ed with the gos - pel ar - mor, Join the war, to bat - tie go ; 
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Be not i - die, 
Strong in faith, we 
Yield not to the 
Anned with faith, with 
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toil on, 



on - ward ev - er. Ye shall reap a rich re-ward. Toil on, 

soon shall triumph, Tho* opposed by many a foe. 

clouds of sor-row, Ev - er on -ward press your way. 

Christ as lead-er, Ye shall conquer every foe. ev-er onward, Christian, toil on, 
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soon will come. Work on, work on. Soon the reaping time will come. 

brothers, work on brothers, work on. The reaping time willcamA.^ 
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Fakky Crubch. 
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THE SABBATH BELL. 

Sieseed are they thai dwdL in thy /^ouse.— Psalms 84 : 4. 
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Mustc by E. Cook. 
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1. Listen to the Sabbath bell, Sweetlj chiming thro' the dell ; Calling children to the place, Where they 

2. There they tell of Jesus' love, Leaving his bright home above ; Bearing all earth's pain and loss, Even 

3. 'Tis to this the chiming bells, Calls us as their music swells; To the school we haste away, On this 
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learn of Jesus' grace. Sweetly chim - ing Sabbath bell, Children love thy mu - sic 

dying on the cross. Sweetly chiming, sweetly chiming, chiming bells, chim - ing, chim - ing 
holy Sabbath day. Sweetl;^ chim-ing Sabbath bells, Sweetly chiming, sweetly chiming 

Sweetly chiming, chiming, chiming, Sweetly chiming bell, chiming, chiming, sweetly chiming 
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bells, 
bells, 
bell, 



ing '^Sabbath bell, " Thouofho-ly things dost tell, 

himing, chiming, sweetly chiming Sabbath bells. 



well, Sweetly chim 

Chiming, chiming, sweetly 

Sweetly chiming Sabbath Dells, ~ Thouofho-ly things dost tell. 



Chiming, chiming, sweetly chiming, sweetly chiming bells, 
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llodlerato. 
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HAVE YEHEAED? 

Ptt88ed from death to life."— John 8 : 14. 



9 



John McPhebson. 
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1. Haye ye heard of those who jour-neyed To the bright ce - lea - tial land, 

2. Sit - ting at his bless - ed ta - ble, Now they eat the fruits that grow 

3. Let us fol • low their ex - am - pie, Let us tread the path they trod ; 
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How the cit - y 
On the tree of 
PilgrimS| haste we 
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they have en - tered, At the King's divine command ? 

life e - ter - nal, Where the crystal wa-ters flow. Thro' afflic-tion's day they passed, In his 

on our jour - ney, To the cit - y of our God. 
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blood their robes are white ; Gathered round his throne at last, They are praising day and night. 
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From *' Melodies of Praise," by per. 



CLmG CLOSEE TO JESUS.* 

Blened it the man thai tntsteth in him.—Ts. S4 : 8. 



Words and Music by L. B. HisttR« 




1. Cling closer to Jesus, the Mer-ci - ful One, The One who w mighty to save ; For 

2. Cling closer to Jesus, though others may frown And tempt you to wander a - stray; They 

3. Cling closer to Jesus, thy refuge is there, Cling closer by watching and prayer ; The 




He will be with you tho' wild billows roll, Cling closer to Jesns, cling close. Cling close, 

can not overcome — rhe is stronger than they, Cling closer to Jesus, cling close. 

pinions of faith, and the arms of his love. Will bear thee to rest in his home. Cling close to Jesus, cling 




close, •cling close .... to 
close, cling close, cling close to Jesus, cling close, cling close. 
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him, . . To Je-8u8 the Mer-ci - ful One. 




^^i^^v^a/riefidihatsticketh closer t/vin a brother.— ?to\ ,\%\1A. 



LET US FBAISE HIM. 



Rev. Busha A. Hoffman. *^Hi$prai8i ahaU be eoidinuaUy in my mouth."— PsaXma S4 : 1. 
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1. Let 118 praise the Lord of heav -en, He who reigns a- bove; Let us sing with chet 

2. Let us praise our dear Redeem - er, Who on Cal - va • ry Shed his pure and pre( 

3. Let us praise him I let us praise him I In the voice of song ; An-gels m the realm 
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Praise him, 



Sing the won - 



Songs of grateful love. Praise him, 

To a - tone for me. 

Boll the joy a - long. hosts in glory, hosts in glory. Sing th< 
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8to • ry, Earth take up the glad re - frain, . . Roll it back to heai 
wondrous sto-ry, _ glad refrain, 






12 



THE SAVIOR PASSETH BY. 
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R. G. Staples. 
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.1. Sin - ner, hear the voice of love, Sweet the message from a - hove; He will all thy 

2. Come, thou youthful, trusting one, In life's ear-ly spring-time come, Haste, while in thy 

3. Mourner, lift thy tear - ful eye ; Cease thy anguish, hush thy sigh ; List — a voice sounds 
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sin remove, The Savior passeth Dy, 
glowing bloom. The Savior passeth by. 



from the sky — The Savior passeth by. 
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Come, while life is in its prime, Come, now is th'ac- 
Come, with sin and doubt oppressed. Ear - ly hasten 
God, the Spir-it, hov*retn near, God, the Father, 




CHOBVM. 




cept-ed time; Come, be-fore thy sun decline — ^The Sav-ior passeth oy. 
to be blest. He will grant you peace and rest — ^The Sav-ior passeth by. Come, he is passing 
answereth pray'r, Now the voice of mercy hear — ^The Sav-ior. passeth by. 



THE SAVIOE PASSETH BY. Concluded. 
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by— Ck)ine in thy youthful prime ; Christ the Savior bids you come, Now is th'accepted time. 
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FOB US HE BECAME FOOB. 



**FKte8 have holes and birds qf the air have iiests : but the Son of man halh not where to lay his A«ad.**— Luke 9 : 58. 
From " Golden SheaU' by per. R. 6. Staple& 




1. O'er the dark waves of Gal - I - lee, The gloom of twi-li^ht gath-ers fast, And on the wa-ters 

2. The wea - ry bird hath left the air, And sunk iu - to his sheltered nest; The wand'ring beast has 

3. Still near the lake with wea-ry tread Lin-gers a form of human kind; And on his lone, un- 
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drear -i - 1^ De-scends the fit - ful evening blast 

sought his lair, And laid him down to welcome rest 

sheltered head Flows the chill night-damp of the wind. 
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4 Why seeks he not a home of rest ? 
Why seeks he not a pillowed bed? 
Beasts 'have their dens, the bird its 
nest. 
He hath not where to lay his head. 

6 Buch was the lot he freely chose. 

To bless, to savft ^fc^'^^'^^ss^^'^^^. 
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G. Staples. 
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'TIS SWEET TO BEST MT FAITH OH THEE. 



m^ 



*^Thou that iakest away the sins of the world,*^ 



Wm. W. Bentlbt. 
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1. When tossed on life's tern - pes - teous tide, 'Midst dang'rous shoals ou ev - ery side, 'Tis 

2. A - mid the winds — the tern - pests rage. May thoughts of thee my soul en-gage, No 

3. And when I near the far - ther shore, When earth-ly tri - als all are o'er, May 
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sweet to calm - ly rest on thee. Thou Lamb of God 1 who died for me. 
oth - er hand can guide my feet, No oth - er name is half so sweet. 
I, with heav - en's blood-waslied band, A - round the throne in glo - ry stand. 
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O Lamb of God 1 O Lamb of God 1 Slain for my sins on Cal - va - ry, 'Tis 
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i^rora "Joyful Songs," by pet. 



'TIS SWEET TO BEST MY FAITH ON THEE. Concluded, 
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my faith on thee, Since thou hast done 
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I LOVE TO THINK OF JESUS. 




R. G. Staplbb. 




1. I love to think of Jesus, The lowly Nazarene, And contemplate his glory, In yonder land unseen 

2. I love to think of Jesua, Who suffered death for me. And know that my salvation Thro' soFereign gra«e i8 free. 
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love, I 

I love, 
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I love to tnink of 



love, T love to think of Je - sus, The low -ly Na -za - rene. 

Oh, how I love to think of Je - sus. Who suffered death for me. 



a 



8 I love to think of Jesus, 

Forth from his wounded side 
There gnsh'd the cleansine fount- 

When he for sinners died, [ain, 

I lore to think of Jesus, I love to think of Jesns. 

yfho far my Bins has died. \ ffeel fn him secure. 



4 I love to think of Jesus, 
I feel in him secure ; 

Whatever ills betide me, 
Thro' grace I can endnie. 



F^^^=f=F 



:fi-^ 



gif r r 1 ^- 



^ [■ \ 'r[\'( \ ^ 



5 I love to think of Jeaus, 
In sickness, or in p&iiL^ 

1 \ove Vo XXviTvV o\ ^«s\\^% 



16 I love to thin^koit X<aMR®»— 




^>'^^^^s>^'^- 






16 



BECAUSE HE LOVES ME SO. 



P 



Elshia a. Hoffman. 
eiidijiv. . 



Gabriel MncssB. 
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1. Why came the Sav - lor from a • bore, To dwell on earth be - low 7 Why suffered he on 

2. Why bowed he in Geth - Be - ma - ne, Be - neath a weight of woe Till bloody sweat be- 

3. Why does he wash my sin-stained heart And make it white as snow? Why does he make bis 

4. Why will he take me up to heaven From cares and toils be-low? Why give a crown of 
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Cal - va - ry? Be - cause he loves me so.* 
dew'd the ground ? Because he loves me so. 
home therein ? Be - cause he loves me so. 
glo - ry there? Be - cause he loves me so. 
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He loves me, he loves me, He 

He loves me, he loves me, 
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He loves 
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me, he loves 
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me, He 
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loves me, this I know, this I know. He gave himself to die for me. Be - cause he loves me so. 
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From "Happy Songs," by per. 



National S. S. Teacher. 
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" FORBID THEM NOT." 

**And/orbid them not to come unto mc."— Matt. 19 : 14. 
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. Ja8. McQbanahan. 




1. There is no 

2. But clo - ser 

3. The voice that 
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Bweet-er sto - ry told In all the blessed Book, Than how the Lord, with 
to his lov - ing self Our human hearts are brought, When, for the lit - tie 
si-lenced priest and scribe. For them grew low and sweet, And still for them his 
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chil- 
gen - 



his arms The lit - tie chil - dren took. We love 

dren's sake Love's sweetest spell is wrought. For their 

tie lips The lov - ing words re - peat. " Forbid 



him for the ten - der touch That 
young eyes his sor - rowing face A 
them not I " O bless - ed Christ, We 
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made 
smile 
bring 



the lep - er whole, And for the wondrous words that 
of glsid-ness wore — A smile that for his lit - tie 
them un-to thee. And pray that on their heads may 
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healed The tired and sin - sick soul, 
ones It wear-eth ev - er-more. 
rest Thy be - ne - di - ci • te I 
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AN INVOCATION. 

Ephesians 3 : 16-21. 



J. R. MUBRAY. 




1. To him who dwells and reigns on high, Let an-thems now a - rise — On Christ, the rock, our 

2. Draw nigh, thou God of Hosts, draw nigh, And make thy face to shine; Own now the read-ing 

3. Whene'er from Zi - on's walls, thy own An - oint - ed shall pro-claim Tlie price-less val - ue 
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faith we build For man>sions in the skies ; With hum-ble, con - trite hearts we raise — (Ac- 

of thy word. By grace and power di - vine; While here our hum -ble prayers a - rise. Oh, 

of thy S6n, — Oh, glo - ri - fy thy name ; And when on earth our work is done, May 
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cept our oflTring, LorH;) Our sweet-est notes of prayer and praise. And mag-ni - fy the Word. 
bend thou from thy throne---Oh, light our path-way to the skies. And crown us there thine own. 
we to life di - vine A - rise — for aye, in heaven to dwell. With thee, O God, and thine. 
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PASS ME NOT. 
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J. W. SUPFEBN, by per. 
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1. Pass me not, O loving Savior, When I call to thee; As for mercy I am pleading, Mercy grant to me. 

2. Pass me not, O gracious Savior ; Low I bend to thee ! And for mercy now am calling, Savior, pardon me. 
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Pass me not, O gentle Savior, Thou of all most kind ; Save me from the great temptations That allore the mind. 
Pass me not, O tender Savior ; Hear my earnest cry ; Help me, or I perish striving ; Do not pass me by. 
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ear me, hear me, Je - sus. Savior dear ; Hear me as I plead for mercy. Oh, be ev-er near. 
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A HOME IN HEAVEN. 

"I go to prepare a place far you.**— John 14 : 2. 



It G. Staples. 
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1. A home in heaven ! 'tis the Christian's hope Tliat, in sickness, health, or in sor-row's vale, Brings 

2. A houie in heaven ! where.oor Savior reigns 1 Where the loved of earth, who Iiave gone be-fore. With 

3. A home in heaven I let the children learn Of the land of rest and the liv-ingway, — That 
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ho - ly joy to the troubled heart. And: a thought of rest when weVe braved the gale. 

all the host of the Church redeemed. Are a-wait-ing us on the oth • er shore. Hap-py 

o*er the flood, and be-yond its rage, They may dwell in light thro* an end -less day. 
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home I Blessed home ! Joyous home in heaven I 
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A home iii heaven ! let the pilgrim here, 
As he bends his form in the twilight gray, 

Be cheered by hope, in his secret prayer," 
That he's nearer God and his home to-day. 
Happy home ! blessed home I ., 
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From "Boyal Diadem,** by per. Blglovr &^«Axi 



Joyous home in heaven I 
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W. C. Bryant. 



EABTH'S 6ENEBATI0NS PASS. 

"-4nd ye shaU begatheredf owe by one."— Isaiah 27 : 12. 
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R. B. Mahafpey. 
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1. As shad - ows cast ' by cloud anc? sun, Flit o'er the summer grass, 

2. And while the years and end - less host. Gome pressing swiftly on, 

3. Yet doth the star of Bethlehem slied, A lus - ter pure and sweet, 

4. O Fa - ther I may that ho - ly star, Grow ev-ery year more bright, 



So, in thy sight, Al- 
The brightest names that 
And still it leads, as 
And send its glo-rious 



S 



^ 




£ 



g it \ 



9- \ y H - U 



t 



^ — ^ 



■t>-t+- 



W^ 



t 






CHORUS. 




might-y One, Earth's gen-er - a - tions pass, 

earth can boast. Just glis-ten and are gone, 

once it led, To the Mes-si - ah's throne, 

beams a - far, To -fill the earth with light. 






Yes, one by one we pass a - way, And 
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in thy presence stand ; Oh, may that ho - ly star, we prav. Lead us on Christ's right hand. 




32 PBAISE TO THEE. 

E. R. Latta. "Serve the Lord with gladness: come bejore hU presence vnth singing.**— Ts, 100: 2. R. A. Kinzie 




1. Oh, our Father, we would praise thee, For thy wondrous grace and love; We would join the angel choraa^ 

2. We would praise tliy name, so holy, For thy goodness un-to men I For, tho' all have thee forsaken, 

3. We will praise thy name forever, When we quit tliis vale below, For the shore of life immortal, 
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And the song of saints a - bove ! Nature's voic-es all are vo - cal With the tribute that they bring, 
Thou in-vit - est back again ; We would leave the ways of error. From each seeming ill would flee, 
Where the crystal waters flow ; With our palms of victory waving. And with crowns upon our brows, 

A ^" ^* ^* ■^" _ — _ 
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We a sac - ri - fice would offer, We a song of praise would sing. 

In thine earth-ly courts, togeth-er We would of- fer praif*e to thee. Father, we will praise thee better 

We shall be no longer pilgrims, When we reach our Father's house. 
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PBAISE TO THEE. Gonolnded. 







When the heavenly strains we try, When thou callest to the mansions Thou art fitting in the sky. 
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OLOSEB TO JESUS. 
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W. A. Ogden. 
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1. Clos-er to my preciouA Savior, Kest-ing in liis loving arms; Safe from danger, won to fa-vor, 

2. Clo8-er to my precious Savior, Trusting in re-deeming grace ; Led by precept and ex-am-ple, 



3. Clos-er to my precious Savior, Sickness, pover-ty, and pain Are but tri-fles — with his favor, 
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D. S. In thy mer-cy draw me clos- er, 
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Trusting him no fear alarms. 

Till I view him face to face. Closer, Je - sus ! draw me clos-er. To thy bos-om and thy love, 

E - ven death is counted gain. ^ 
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Mrs. A. L. Davison. 



JESUS GALLS TO-DAT. 



J. H. KOSECRANS. 




Loy the Sav-ior in-vites thee to 

2. He would ransom thy soul with his 

3. For he holdeth thy life in his 

4. Ohy to - inor-row it may be too 
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day 1 He has suffered great an-guish for thee, 

blood. And he knocks at the door of thine heart ; 

hnnd, He hath numbered thy years ev'- ry one, 

late, And the time of his mer-cy be o'er. 
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Bid him 
And thy 
For his 
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asks but thy trust and thy love, Saying, " sinner, oh come thou to me !" 
en-ter and give him thy love, Lest thy Lord should forever de-part, 
death may be near even now. Ere the work of redemption is done, 
promise may then be withdrawn, And thy Savior invite thee no more. 
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He calls • • • to - day, • • His 

He calls to-day, he calls to-day. His 
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call . . . o - bey; . . Thy soul ... is blest, . . .And thou . . . shalt rest. . . 
call . o - bey, his call o-bey ; Thy soul is blest, thy soul is blest, And thou shalt rest, and thou shalt rest 
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From "Pearly Gates." bv wt- 
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Klowly. 



THE WONDBOUS KING. 

Matt 27 : 37. 
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W. A. OODEN. 
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1. Be-yond the wick - ed cit - y wall 

2. Since God's own Son must 8uf - fer thus, 

3. Oh I bv thy griefs that dread-ful day, 
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They set the cru - el cross on high, 
Our souls from Sa - tan's grasp to win ; 
Dear Lord, and by thy pre-cious blood, 
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the dear Lord, who saved us all, Did hang in pain, and bleed, and die. 

on - ly he could ransom us. Oh, what a fearful thing is sin. To the cross they nailed him, 

all our guilty stains a-way. And make thy sinful children good. 
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Wick-ed - ly as - sailed him, Mocking - ly they hailed him. The wondrous King of heaven. 
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R. G. Staples. 



THE SUPPUOANT'S PEAYEB. 

^'Lordt to whom shall we go f thou Jiast the words qf eternal life.'*— John 6 : 68. Fran 




1. Oh, Sav - ior, preciaus Sav-ior, hear My sup - pli - ca-tions now ; In meek sim-pli - 

2. Be - hold the tear — the aching heart — My bo-som wild-Jy heave — And deign to smiU 

3. I weep! O God, list to my sigh, Oh, grant my soul's desire; Let fall on me 

4. And when the final hour shall come When death makes his demands, And when from life'i 
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heart, I, at thy al - tar bow. Give me a her - i-tage a-bove, At thy right hand a seat. 
Lord, My earnest pray'r receive. Take from my wand'riag, sinful mind All thoHs of worldly show 
coal From off thine altar's fire. Light up, O Lord, light np my mind With wisdom from on high, C 
run Its fast re - ced-ing sands. Oil, let me then with boldness face Man's latest enemv, h 
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deemed forever dwell. And hymn thy praises 8weet,Where the redeemed forever dwell, And hymn thy 
lowly, contrite heart, On me thy grace bestow, Give me a lowly, contrite heart. On me thy g: 
Christ a title clear To mansions in the skies," Give me "thro' Christ a title clear To mansions 
is thy sting, oh death? Oh grave, thy victory ?" And cry,"Where is tiiy sting, oh death? Oh grave. 







Mrs. M. a. Kidder. 



DID YOU THINK TO PBAY? 

**Pray to thy Father which is in aecrd."— Malt 6 : 6. 
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W. O. Perkins. 
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1. Ere you left your room this morning, Did you think to pray? In tfal name of Christ, our Sav -ior, 

2. When you met with great temptation, Did you think to pray ? By his dy - ing love and mer - it, 

3. When your heart was filled with anger, Did you think to pray? Did you plead for grace, my brother, 

4. When sore tri-als came up-on you, Did you think to pray ? When your soul was bowed with sorrow, 
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Did you sue for lov - ing fa - vor. As a shield to-day ? 

Did you claim the Ho-ly Spir - it As your guide and stay ? Oh, how praying rests the wea - ry I 

That you might forgive an - oth - er, Who had crossed your way? 

Balm of Gil -ead did you bor -row. At the gates of day? 
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Prayer will change the night to day ; So, when life seems dark and dreary, Don*t forget to pray. 
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Vtom "Shining mvet," O. Iftteistt & Co.,"*.i ^ks'- 
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DO THY FOOTSTEPS FALTEB NEVEE? 

**For he shall give Ms angds charge over thee, to keep thee."~Ps. 91 : 11. 



L. M. Gordon. 
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1. Do tliy foot-fiteps fak- ter iiev - er, On tlie wea - ry march of life ? Does thy strongest 

2. Will thy heart have ladeless treae-ures, On the bright e - ter • nal sliore. When the dream of 

3. Earth is beau-ti - ful ; so blend -ed With the sunshine and the flowers, G rat - i - tude and 




D. C. Do thy foot-steps fal - ter nev r er 



On the wea - ry march of life? Does thy strongest 
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heart -en - dea - vor, Al-most fail with earthly strife? Oh, re - mem-ber that be - side thee, 
earth -ly pleasurert Fade a-way to come no more? Shadowy life! and yet so pre - cious, 
love ex - tend - ed, Should possess these hearts of ours; Tho' by death our songs and laughter, 

fir iz. 
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heart-en -dea - vor, AKmost fail with earthly strife? 
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An-geis walk in light and love; Their sweet ministry will guide thee To a perfect rest a-bove. 
Sad, yet beau-ti - ful, in-deed, Hope and faith delight, refresh us, In our hours of greatest need. 
May be silenced or subdued. Faith's sweet voice will echo after. Till our souls be angel-hued. 



OAST TOUB GABE ON JESUS. 
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**Oatting all your care upon him ; for he oardh for yow. "— 1 Peter B : 7. 
M. M. M., "Christian Intelligencer." 



R. O. Staples. 
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1. Oh, why do you car -ry your bur- den a - lonej^ That burden so hea • vy to bear? 

2. Gro tell all your troublcR, he'll give you re - lief, Whenev-er on hina you de - pend; 

3. When sickness or pain shall distress, he will heal^ Or else give you strength to en-ndure ; 
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Why un • der its weight do you la - bor and groan, When Je - sus is say • ing i^n 
This blest "Man of sor - rows, ac - quainted with grief," To the cries of his chUdren 
For our Sav - ior who suf - fered will ten - der - ly deal With his own stricken children, 




ten - derest tone. My child, oast on me ev-ery 



a 



4 Then go to him always whatever be- 
fall. 
If sickness, or sorrow, or care; 
If pain should disturb you, or sin, tell 



-ery care? 
will nev-er be deaf, If on - ly in faith they ascend. 
If they will biU kneel And ask this Physician to cure. , ^^"^ *^^ 

.^ „ At the foot of the cross huLcaKK-^^^*^'^^^^ 
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1. Oh, think of 



OVEBTHEBE. (O'Eane's.) 

"J go to jntpare a place for you."— John 14 : 2. 



T. C. O'Kane. 




a home o - ver 

2. Oh, thiuk of the friends o - ver 

3. My Sav * lor is now o - ver 

4. I'll soon be at home o • ver 

5. We'll all meet a - gain o - ver 



there/ By the side of the riv - er of light, 
there, who be>fore us the jonr- ney have trod, 
there, There my kindi*ed and friends are at rest, 
there. For the end of my jour -ney I see, 
there, When the tri - als of life are all o'er, 
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ver there ; 




Where the saints all im-mor • tal and fair, 
Of the songs that they breathe on the air. 
Then a - way from my sor-row and care. 
Ma - ny dear to my heart, o - ver there. 
With the ransomed e • ter - ual - ly share 



Are robed in their garments of white, o - ver there. 
In their home in the pal - ace of God, o - ver there. 
Let me fly to the land of the blest, o - ver there. 
Are watching and waiUing for me, o - ver there. 
The bliss on that beau- ti- fui shore, o ^ ver there. 




O • yer there. 



o - ver there, 



o - ver there, 



think of a home o - ver there, o - ver there, 
think of the friends o - ver there, o • ver there, 
Sav - lor is now o - ver there, o - ver there, 
I'll soon be at home o - ver there, o - ver there, 
o-ver there, We'll all meet a-gain o - ver there, o - ver there, 



Oh, 

Oh, 
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Oh, thiDk of a home o • ver there. 
Oh, think of the friends o - ver there. 
O - ver there, o - ver there, O - ver there, o - ver there, My Sav - ior is now o - ver there. 

I'll soon be at home o . ver there. 

o - ver there. 
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We'll all meet a - gain 
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WHAT H&ST THOn DONE FOB ME? 



J. H. R06EX:BAN8. 
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1. 1 gave my life f6r thee— My precious blood 1 8hed,That tboa mightst ransomed be, And quickened fkt>m the 

2. I spent long years for thee, In wea - riness and woe, That one e- ter - ni - ty Of joy thou mightest 
8. I suffered much for thee. Oh, more than tongue can tell. Of bitterest ag - o - ny. To res - cue thee from 
4, Oh, let thy life be given. Thy years for me be spent, world-fetters all be riven, And joy with suffering 










dead; I gave my life for thee^ What hast /Tkou done for me? What hast ^Tkou done for 
know; I spent long years for tliee. Hast thou spent orte for me? Hast thou spent on« for 
hell; 1 suf-fered much for thee, Wliat dost thou bear for me T What dost thou bear for 
blent; Give thou thyself to me, And I will welcome thee ! And I will welcome 



me? 

me 7 

me? 

thee I 
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LEAD US, SHEFHEBD. 



"He maketh metoUe down in green pastures : he leadeth me beside the still xvater8.**—Te&. 23 : 2. 

Frank M. Davis. 
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1. Lead us, ten-der Shepherd, safe- ly in the way, To thy past-ures so f^ir and sweet; 

2. Lead us, Shepherd, where life's sparkling waters flow. Lead us where we shall thirst no more ; 

3. Let us, lov- ing Shepherd, nev-er go a - stray. May we nev - er of sor - row know; 
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Lead us through the valleys of the morning - jand. Guide, dear Shepherd, our wea - ry feet. 
By the fade-less flow-ers in the fields of heav'n. Lead us. Lord, when life's journey's o'er. 
Though we're passing thro'»the shadowy vale of death, Lead us where ver - nal past - ures grow. 
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Lead us, Shep - herd in the way. To thy past - ures, fair and sweet; 

Lead us, tender Shepherd, safely in the way. To thy pastures, fair and sweet, fair and sweet. 
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LEAD US, 8HEFHEBD. Gonolnded. 
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Lead as thro' the val-leys of the morning land, Gnide, dear Shepherd, our weary, weary feet, weary feet. 
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THE DAT-SPEING. 



£. G. 8TAPUS. 




1. Calm on the list'ning ear of night (Dome heayVg melodious strains, 

Where wild Ju-de-a stretches far Her (OmU. ) silver-mantled plains. Celestial choirs, from 

2. The answering hills of Palestine Send back the glad re-ply ; 

And greet, from all their bolj hei|ht8 The ( OmiL . . . . .) daj-fpring from on high. O'er the bluedepths of 

3. " Glory to God I" the Mudiig skies Loud with their anthems ring — 
''Peace to thtnrth, good-will to men , From (Omt^. .... .) heavVs eternal KingI" Light on thy hills, Je- 




courts above, Shed sacred glories there, And angels,with their sparkling lyres, Make music on the air. 
Gal - i - lee There comes a holier calm, And Sharon waves, in solemn praise, Her silent groves of palm, 
ru - salemi The Savior now is born I And bright on BeUldMn's joyous plains Breaks the fint Christmas mom. 
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Rev. T. C. Reade. 



I'LL SING FOR JESUS. 

whom he praise and dominion forever and ewer.— 1 Peter 4 : 11. 



1. ril sing for , Je - «n8 while IVe breath, Pll praise him i 

2. When sinking un - der sin and grief, No oth-er help 

3. My troubled soul found sweet re - pose, While trusting ii 
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him when I die; His lov-ing-kind - ness 
!. When sinking un - der sin and grief, No oth-er help was nigh; 'Twas Je-sus came to 
. My troubled soul found sweet re - pose, While trusting in his blood. And from the depths of 
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ior mine, 111 sing of thj wondrous 



af - ter death, 1*11 herald thro' the sky. Sweet Sav 

my re -lief, 'Twas he who heard my cry. 

sin a - rose, To dwell with Christ in God. Sweet Saviorj Savior mine, Til sing of thy wondrous 

* a. 




love; Pll serve * thee still. And I'll praise thee up above, 

love, wondrous love, 1*11 serve, yes, I'll serve thee still, serve thee still, And 111 praise thee up above, up above. 
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Watts. 



OOME UP mOHEB. 

** There remaineUi ther^ore a rest to the people qf OocL "~Heb. 4 : 0. 
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R. A. Glenn. 
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ter • nal and on high, And here my spir - it 

pns - on of my clay Shal 

3. 'Tis he, by his al - might -y grace, That forms thee fit forjieav'n, And as an ear -nest 



1. There is a house not made with hands, i!« - ter • nai and on men, 

2. Short -ly this oris - on of my clay Shall be dissolved and fall. Then, O my soul, with 




CHORrS. 




waiting stands Till my Sav-ior shall bid me rise. By and by, 

joy o - bey. When my blessed Be-deem-er calls. 

of the place. His own Spir-it to us has giv'n. By and by, 



by and by. 



I shall 



by and bv, 




hear my Sav- lor say : Ck>me up high • • er, come up higher, There's a erown laid up for thee. 

Come up higher. 
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Words and Mnslo by 



SmOHOSANNA. 

Je8U8 vfoa born in Bethlehem.~Matt. 2 : 1. 



Cha8. H. QxBnnsu 




1. Sing hosanna, loud hosanna, Sing unto the Lord^ our King; 

2. King Immanuel, in - fant Savior, Low in Bethlehem's stall to-day ! 



Loudest anthems 
Wise men come and 

pre- 



3. Earth rejoice for your redemption, Jesus comes, — salvation brings 1 Zi - on cheer, pn 




bring be-fore him, Let your voice with music ring; 
kneel be-fore him, Richest gifts to him they bring; 
pare to praise him, With the angels chant and sing ! 



Shout, the Lord is born to - day, 
An - gels tell the joy - ful word. 
See, the star that gleamed so bright 
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orn to rule with mighty sway, An gels prostrate to him fall, As they crown him Lord of all. 
Now is born our blessed Lord, Peace on earth, good will a - gain, Now and evermore. Amen I " 
Over Bethlehem's plains that night. Shines forever bright and clear, Guiding to the Savior dear. 
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SUFFEE THEM TO COME. 

** Suffer lUOe children to come unto mc."— Luke 18 : 16. 
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R. G. Staples. 




1. Lord, who lov- est lit - tie chil-dren, Un - to thee we come to-day; Baise our voi-ces 

2. Thro' an-oth-er week thou'st kept us Safe-ly, free from ev-ery ill; Fit ns, while on 

3. Though we all are sin - ful chil-dren, Je - sus calls us hy his love. Bid - ding us pre- 

4. There in robes of spot - less whiteness, With our gold - en harps in hand, Sweet will sound the 
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in thanksgiving, While we bend the knee to pray. 

earth we lin-ger, Thy commandments to fulfill. Suf - fer ns to come, Dearest Lord, to thee 

pare to meet him At the throne of God a - hove. 

song of gladness Coming from our an -gel band. 
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We would seek the fa - vor Of our bless - ed Sav - ior. He is call - ing. Gome to me. 
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THE REWAED. 



By permifision Qf O. Ditson & Co. 
Con •pirlto. 



Words and Muslo by J. H. Kurzenknabb. 
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1. Sing on, my rouI, glad tid-ings 
2; Our. loving Sav - ior calls us 

3. Haste thee, O sin - ner, kneel at 

4. Angels and saints are chanting 



of vie - to - ry, Songs of re - joic - ing lighten the heart ; 
so ten-der - ly, From all our sins and i - dols to part ; 
the mer-cy-seat, Pleading for pardon, trust in his word ; 
the vie - to - ry, With hal - le - lu - jahs praising the Lord. 
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Sing on, pray on, a crown waits to welcome thee, Thine, at the last, shall be the reward. 

Trusting his promise, serving him cheerfully, We shall receive e - ter-nal' reward. 

Lay all thy burdens down at thy Savior's feet. Here is sal - va - tion's priceless reward. 

Hea-ven - ly mu - sic heralds e - ter - ni - ty ; This is tri-umph-ant Zion's reward. 
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List the glad songs we ca • rol so mer - ri - ly, Songs of sal - va - tion strengthen the heart ; 

H 1 — I J ^ 
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THE BEWABD. Oonclnded. 
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Songs of re - joic - ing bear us tri-umph-ant-ly To our Be-deem - er, to our reward. 
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NOTHINa, DEAB LOBD. 






R. G. 8TAPLKS, by per. 
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1. Nothing to keep me, dear Lord, from thee, Let me thy glo-ry see, Draw my soul close to thee ; 

2. Nothing to keep me, dear Lord, from thee. Nothing of earthly care, Noth-ing of tear or prayer, 

3. Nothing to keep me, dear Lord, from thee. Shine with unclouded ray, Chas-ing each mist a-way ; 
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Then speak in love to me : 

No robes that self may wear : Nothing, dear Lord, Ijct nothing, dear Lord, Keep me from thee. 

O'er my whole heart bear sway : 
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AucB Pendleton. 



BEAUTIFUL STABS. 



E. Cook. 
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1. Oh, beau-ti-ful gems of the night, Bedeck -ing the oloudlees blue, From whence is thy glittering 

2. Oh, beau-ti-ful gems of the night, Illum-in^ the heavenly way. Oh, say, dost thou make the w^y 

3. Oh, beau-ti-fnl gems of the night. Shine on in thy blue-arched dome, Till Christ, in his glorious 
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ti - ful stars, 



That 



light, And what is thy mis - sion true? Oh beau 

bright That leads to e - tern - al day ? 

light Shall gather us safe - ly home. Oh, beau-ti - ful, beau-ti • ful beautiful stars^That 
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gem the brow of night ; We gaze up - on thee from a - far As lamps that angels light. 
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GOD OF MY SALVATION, HEAR. 



lOHV T. QRjLPB. 
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1. God of my eal - va-tion, hear, Aud help me to be - lieve ; Sim - ply do I now draw 

2. Standing now as new-ly slain, To thee I lift mine eye; Balm of all my grief and 

3. No good word, or work, or thought, Bring I to buy thy grace ; Par - don I ac - cept, un- 
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near, Thy bless - ing to re - ceive. Full of guilt, a - las t I am, But to thy 

pain. Thy blood is al - ways nigh. Now as yes - ter - day the same Thou art, and 

bought. Thy prof-fer I em-brace. Ck>m - ing as at first I came, To take and 

: g iC f if f l f ! P I g 
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wounds for re - fuge flee ; Friend of sin - ners, spot-less Lamb, Thy blood was shed 
wilt for - ev - er be ; Friend of sin - ners, spot-less Lamb, Thy blood was shed 
not be - stow on thee ; Friend of sin • ners, spot-less Lamb, Thy blood was shed 



for me. 
for me. 
for me. 
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St. Anatolius. 



PEACE, IT IS I. 



Jno. R. SwaTBT. 
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1. Fierce was the billow wild, Dark wa^ the night ; Oars labored heavily, Foam glittered white ; Tnnbkd Ac 

2. Bidge of the mountain wave, Lower thy crest ! Wail of the tempest wind, Be thou at rest I Sorrow can 

3. Je - SUB, Deliv - er-er, Come thou to me ; Soothe thou my voyaging Over life's sea ! Then when the 
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mariners, Per-il was nigh ; Then said the God of gods. Peace, it is I. 

never be—Darkness must fly — ^When saith the Light of light, Peace, it is I. Peace, peace, peace, it it I, 

storm of death Boars sweeping by, Whisper, O Truth of truth, Peace, it is I. 
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Peace, peace, peace, it is I ; J« - bus still saya to the heart, weaty mariner. Peace, peace, it is I. 
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IN GHBIST THERE IS NO FEAB. 

The hdoved of the Lord ehaU dwdl in aafety.—Dent. 83 ; 12. 
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R. B. Mahaffet. 
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1. The daylight fades, The evening shades Are" gathering round xnj head ; Fa - ther a - hove, I 

2. While thou art near, I need not fear The gloom of midnight hour ; Blest Je - bus, still From 

3. Par-don mv sin, And en - ter in, And sanc-ti - fy my heart; Spir - it divine, Oh, 
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own thy love, That smoothes and guards my 

ev - ery ill, De - fend me with thy power. 

make me thine. And ne'er from me de - part 



^m 



Clioriiii for last Terse* 
Taster. 
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bed. 




Gome in, . come in, 

Come in, oomein, And 




Repeat. 4 
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sane - ti - fy my heart ; Come in, Come in, And ne'er from me de - part. 

Come in, Come in, 



r t £j'^ 



i<— i - "T 






44 



Mi8S Mariana B. Blade. 
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GATHERINQ HOME. 

Gathering together unto him.'*— 2 Thess. 2; 1. 



R M. MclNTOSH. 
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1. Up to the Boantiful Giver of Life, Gathering home I Gathering home ! Up to the dwelling when eoneth n 

2. Up to the city where falleth no night, Gathering home ! Gathering home I Up where the Sarior'g own hn is th 

3. Up to the beautiful mansionB above, Gatlieringhomel Gathering home I Safe in the arms of his infinil 
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strife, The dear ones are jBathering Home. Crathering Home, 

light, The dear ones are Gatberiog Home. 

Love, The dear ones are Gfttiiermg Home. Gathering Home, 

4 



Gathering Home, 
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Never to 



Gatherinjc Home, 
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sorrow more, Bern to roui. OstheriBg Home, Gatkering Home, ^ GU)d's children are gathering hom^ 

Gathering home, Gathering home. 








JP'rom '*GoQd Ifevrs," O. Dltaon & COm\>ii v«' 



THE MELTINO STOBY. 

*' Who loved me and gave fUntee^f/or me.*'— Gal. 2 : 20. 
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B.OobK. 




1. Children, hear the melting 8to-ry Of the Lamb that once whh slain ; Tie the Lord of life an(^ 

2. Yield no moi*e to 'sin and fol - ly, So dis-pleas - ing to his sight ; Je - sub loves the pure and 

3. All your sins to him con -fessing, Who is read -y to for-give; Seek the Sav-ior's rich-est 
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elo - ry, Shall he plead for you in vain ? Oh, re-ceive 
ho - ly, They a - lone are his de- light Seek his fa 
blessing, On his precious name be-lieve. He is wait 



him, Oh, re-ceive 
vor. Seek his fa 
ing, He is wait 



him, 
vor, 




lat time. 



And sal • va 
And your hearts . 
Will you not 



I Sjd time. I IS , I 



tion now ob - tain, 
to him n - nite, 
his grace re - ceive? 



*— « m . m ^ »— 

And sal - va - tion now ob - tain. 
And your hearts to him u - nite. 
Will you not his grace re-ceive? 
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R. M. MCKXNKST. 




THEBE'S A FRIEND. 

"JS^o/^oodonircHK^"— Pb.27: 14. 



B. B. Mahafpbt. 







1. There's a Friend in every sorrow, There^ a balm for every woe, There's a bliss for each to-morrow, 

2. Fainting multitudes have blessed him, For he turned their grief to joy, Filthy lepers eleanaed id mercy, 

3. When we cross the rolling billows, Jordan's river, swelling high. Who will crown us heirs of glory. 

f fff ,f ff r ^ r rr r ^r r^'.f ft t it tP^ 







Trust in Je-sus as you go; He who walking on the wa - ter, E'en on Gal - i - lee's dark wave, 
Kaised to life the widow's boy; Praying on the lone- ly mountain. More than this he did' for me, 
In the land be - yond the ffky? When we reach the heavenly city, Who will take us by the hand? 




^^ 
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At the call of doubting Peter, Stretched his mighty arm to save. Je - sus, Je - bus A 

Shed his blood to buy my ransom, Dy-ine on the cursed tree. 

Who will give the welcome plaudit, In the blessed glory land? Jesus, our friend, Jesus, our friend, A 




TH£B£'S A FBIEHD, Oonolnded. 

friend that is faithful and true, Je • bus, Je ' - ' sue, He suffered for me and for you. 
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Jesus, our friend, Jesus, our friend, 
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R. G. Staples. 



ALMOST A OHMSTIAN. 

^''AJLiimA ihoupersuadeU metohta Christian.*"— Acts 26 : 28. 



R. G. Staples. 




m 



1. Al - most per-8uad-ed. Yet I de - lay ; 

2. Al - most per-suad-ed, To yield to truth; 

3. Al - most per-suad-ed, Yet I'm a slave , 



Al-most per-Buad-ed, Now to o- bey; 
Al - most per-suad-«d, Ekt - ly ip youth ; 
Al - most per4aad-ed, Near-ing the grave. 
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Al -'most persuaded now. Low at his feet to how ; And every burden throw Down at the cross. 

Tho' burdened oft with grief. Seeking, I'd find relief, If, like the dving thief, I could be - lieve. 

Halting, till hope is gone, — TJien left, my sins to mom, Down thro' deatn's stream I'm bone. Lost to all hope. 
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Leb H. Des. 
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JESUS IS MEBOIFUL. 

JS ]/ou 9tek Mm, he will be found of you*"— 2 Chbon. 15: 2. 



W. T. GiFFB. 
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1. Je - BUS is mer-ci - ful, Free to for - give All who will come to him, Humbly to liv 

2. Weary and faint are we, Longing for rest ; Je • bus says, ^^ Gome to me. Lean on my bre 
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Sin - ful is ev - ery one, Both young and old ; Je - bus in-vites ua all, In - to his fold 
Lost in the wil - demess, All of us roam ; Je - bus can lead us all Loving - ly hom< 





Then let us trust in him. Free to for-give, Le^ us all come to him, Humbly to live. 



THE GUIDINO STAB. 
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Allecroi 



Matt 2: 2. 



R. G. Staples. 
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1. Bright was the guiding star that led With mild, be - nignant ray, The Gen -tiles to the 

2. But lo! a brighter, clear - er light, Now points to his a -bode; It shines through sin and 

3. Oh, haste to fol- low where it leads, The gra-cious call o-bey; Be rug - ged wilds, or 

4. Oh, glad - ly tread the nar- row path. While light and grace are given ; Who meek-ly fol -lows 
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low - ly bed. Where our Re - deem - er lay. 

sor • row's night. To guide ^ us to our Lord. Oh, beau - ti - ful guid - ing star, That 

flow' - ry meads. The Christian's des - tined way. 

Christ on earth, Shall reign with him in heaven. 
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led where Je - SUB lay; Oh, bright, bright star, shine on, shine on. To cheer us on the way.. 







From " GatlaneA oll?«afifcC' \s^ V®^- 



COME AND LABOE. 



1. Come and la-bor for the Master, He 

2. Come and Ift-bor for the Master, Soul; 

3. Come and la-bor for the Master, If ;oii 



- daj ; Fields are white and harvest 
„ - dnj ; Do not Bit in i - die 
not do the most. You can add four lit - tie 




read -y. Who his calling will o - bey T Rich the harvest for the lah'rer. Who will garner for the 
dreaminga — To the field and woric away I If you can not cross the o-cean. To the heathen na-tiona 
dai - ly, If yon aland up atyonr post; Donotsay with conscience striking, "There isnaaght form: ' 




LorJ 7 Hee() the calling;, In Win vineyard Haste wild sweet and good accord. 

far, You can finil a miwiion near-er, Work! tli«re's plenty everywhere. Come a: 

do," While the precioun souls are dying, Work todaT, be firm nnd true. 



GOME AND LASOB. Qonokded. 
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Mas-ter, Who his calling will obey ? Great abundance is the harvest, Who 



T the sheaves away ? 




JESUS IS ALL IN ALL. 

Words and Music written for Gospel Echoes Col. 8:2. 

U 4.. T9»c|i«i;- I Class. I TeA«li«r. 






by Chas. H. Gabriel, 

ClAI 




1. Who is the king of glory ? Jesus, blessed Jesus; Who's gone to hear ■ before thee? Jem our great King. 
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Jesns is the king of glory, Well we love him every day ; Well he loves the little children, He will kear ot pray. 




2 Who died on Calvarv'ft mountain 7 
Jesus, ble^ed Jefsus; 

Who opened heaven's fountain 7 
Jesus, our great King ; 

Jesus died on Calvary's mountain, 

Bled and died to make m free, 

Hun^ in agony so bitter, 
Died to ransom me. 



8 Who intercedes in heaven? 
Jesus, blessed Jesus; 
Pleads that our crowns be given? 
, Jesus, our great King. 
Jesus pleads foe ua.Vsiw^s»a2ve»^ 



SWEET CHILD, LOOK DPWAED. 



R 0. 8T1PLBS. 



1. Swe«t cliild, look upward t 

2. And look up - on the ati 

3. ThcD, ehuuld'st thou, little 



the sky Yun twinkling stars be-hold, That gild llie ni 
ima that llow To cheer the fruit-ful plain, The might-ier i 
ne, in-quire, How came these thingn to be7Who woke the s 
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beam ins e^e, Like lamps of b 
deep and rIow, That snell tli' u 
fad -ingfirer Who poured the 
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irnished gold. Look up ! Look up I All na 
surging sea? Look up 1 Look up 1 
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4 The youngest star amid the throng^' 

Would with ita pencil write, 
"Odd made me," an tt rolls along, 
Thre' fields ot boandlcBs light Q 

5 The lowlient flowret makes reply,! 

Tho' in the desert born : _ ■' 

"Ood u my mrJcer," doth it sigh f 

To the refulgent morn. Cho. < 

6 And when the nun foreakes the f 

And deWR their tear-drops wej 
"iVaiw Ood our maker," dolh itf 



I AM WATTING. 

"AU the days qf my appointed time wiU I wait, tiUmy change oame.**— Job 14 : 14. 
Bev. Elisha a. Hoffman. Frank M. Davib. 
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1. I am waiting for the summons That shall bid me turn my feet. To the cit - y of Im- 

2. I am waiting till the an -gels Shall with flaming wing8 come down/Po es • cort me to yon 

3. I am waiting, yet in patience, Till my work is ful -ly done, Ere my soul shall reach the 
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man - uel, There to walk the gold-en street. 

cit - y, There to wear the gold-en crown. I am wait-ing, calm-ly wait-ing, Till my 

man-sions, Where the glo -ry is be - gun. 
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' Lord shall bid me come, To a home within the 'mansions Of the New Je - I'u - sa - lem. 
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Words selected. 



Respectfully dedicated to Miss Kat« Cubtain, Baltimore, Md. 
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J. t. Qrapb. 
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1. After the storm, a calm; After the bruise a balm; For the 

2. After the drought the dew ; After the cloud the blue ; For the 



ill brings good in the 
sky will smile in the 
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Lord's 
sun's 



own time, And the sigh 
good time, And the earth 



be - comes 
grow irlad 



the psalm, 
and new. 
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And the sigh be - comes the psalm, 
^nd the earth grow glad and new. 




3 Under the | fount of I ill, J 
Many a | cup doth | nil, || 

And the patient lip, though it drinketh oft. 
Finds only the bitter still, 
Finds only the bitter still. 

4 Neverthe- | less, I | know \ 
Out of the I dark must | grow, | 

Soon- er or later, whatever U €aAx^ ^ 
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R. G. S. 
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THY FATHER LOVES THEE. 

"For the Father himsdf loveth yen*."— John 16 : 27. 
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R. G. Staples. 
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1. Lit • tie ohild, thy Fa - ther loves thee, Hears ea^h word and reads each thought, Sent Iiis 

2. Lit - tie child, tho' Sa - tan tempt thee, Turn a - way, let naught be-guile, E - vil 
8. Wick-ed thoughts and sin - ful ac - tions Blight your liopes and mar your joy, Place thy 
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Son to earth to save thee. And with hlood thy pardon bought 
words, tho' lightly spoken, Must lead on to all that's vile. Lit-tle child, look up to Je-sns, He can 
trust a - lone on Je - sus ; His is love without al - loy. 

a. tiff c i t 
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Repent sofltljr 



f^njim 



save— oh, look and live; On - ly trust thy lov -ing Sav - ior. He will all thy sins for-give. 
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EVER ONWABD. 



Db. J. B. Hbbbke 




1. At my feet there flows a streamlet, Rippling downward to the sea ; Ever roll its bright waves on^ 

2. Many a wave goes dancing by me, Glittering in the noonday light, Like a thousand molten dia: 

3. £v • er our wide land is ringing With a joydus, hopeful song ; — But the singers sadden, va 




£v - er sing-ing songs to me, As the streamlet's waves are rippling, Ever downward to the s€ 
'Bound the bend and out of sight. Others coming, passing, go - ing, Singing ev-er o'er and o'< 
Other lips the tones prolong t Sun-tipped waves are ever flowing Onward, downward to the i 
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So mankind is pass-ing swiftly On-ward to e - ter - ni - tv. 
Just the tones the first wave whispered. When it kissed the pebblea shore. Ever onward, ev-er on- 
Men are coming, pass-ing, go-ing, On-ward to e - ter - ni - ty. 




EVEBONWABD. Oonolnded. 
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As the brooklet to the sea — Men are passing, coming, go-ing Swift-Iy to e • ter - ni - ty. 
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NXAL Chebtam. 
Duet. 



II 



TO-DAY. 

To-dayt if you wUt hear his voices harden not your hearts" 



J. H. BOBBCRAMS. 
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1. While man, engrossed in worldly things, Is apt to slight stem duty's voice, And great af - fairs. By 

2. Seek first his fa- vor, who has said, I am to heaven the on - ly door; By me passed in, And 

3. The bet - ter way which Je - sus trod Leads to a ci - ty firm and sure. Of gold-en streets. And 

4. When closed those gates beset with pearls. Within the righteous happy then — ^The mansions shared. By 
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transient cares. Be banished from his choice ; The Spirit speaks : " Without delay be reconciled ! To-day." 
freed from sin, To thirst nor hunger more. Oh, haste I I am the proffered way, Th'accepted time's To-day. 
honored seats Foreyer to endure. To gain that home and hear him say, " Well done I " begin To-day. 
Christ prepared — And all shall shout, Amen ! Your soul so glad you'll sing for aye That oim yeo hard, To-day ! 
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THE EITEB OF LIFE. 



D. M. BOWK. 


•'Ai>dheilxwedmeapureTU'erofwiletqrtife."—ReY.22: 1. 
.. N S N 


D. N. Howe 

s ». N m 
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1. Thej BinK of a riv- er whose vd - ue and worth, Exceeds r 

2. Thej tell ub the bli>8 of that lire - eiv - ing Btream, Whose wi 

3. They sa; that this riT -er of heal - ing U free To all 

4. Whal joy to the hearla now immersed in the stream That Bows from o 
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Whoee BoWing is tin - to the enHa of the earth, Whose minsinn the ran - som 
But 18 it not bet-ler to tasle than to dream Of rap-turea of Ca-naan 
But is it not wi-eer for each one to see This riv - er of life in 
They feel that in them dwells this heaT-en-Iy theme— They're filled with the bliw of 


of 
a - 

his 
that 


men. 
bove? 
soul? 
tide. 
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THE RIVEB OF UFE. Oonolndsd. 

**Ivf(Ug{ve unto him that (a athint qfthe/ouf^in of the water (tf life freely.**— B£sv. 21 : 7. 
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The riy - - er of life, . . . Is flow • - ing for you, . . 
The riv-er, the wonder - ful riv - er of life, Is flow-ing so free-ly for you and me, 
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Is flow - - ing for you, 
The riv-er, the won-der-ful riv - er 
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Is flow - • ing for me. 
of life, Is flow-ing so free-Iy for you and me, 
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Tlie riv - - er of life, " . ". '. Is flow • • ing for all. 

The riy • er, the won-der-ful riv - er of life, Is flow-ing so free - ly for you and me. 
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THE SABBATH CHIMES, 



R. 6. Staples. 




1. Trip-ping lightly, trip-ping o'er the ver - dant lawn, Glad - ly haste we on our way, 

2. Tis a hap - py greet-ing that a - waits us where Teach-ers true, we love so dear— 

3. Has - ten, children, has -ten, while the bells chime on, Call - ing thee to Sun -day-school 
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To the mu T sic 
With a kind - ly 



of the chiming bells, each morn Of the pre-cious Sab -bath day. 
in - t'rest in our soul's wel • fare, Speak to us in words of cheer. 



Lis - ten to the sto - ry of a Sav - ior born — Learn to keep the gol - den rule. 
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Songs of glad 
Oh, 'tis love 
Learn there too 



ness we will sing With voi'- ces tuned 
that fills each heart And leads our feet 
that Je - BUS died, From end - less woe 
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in har - mo - ny ; 
un - to the plkce 
thy soul to save — 
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THE SABBATH OHIMES. OoncMed. 
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Songs of love in hon - or of our Sav 

Where the faith - ful Chrktian meets us to 

To the rug • ged Cross was nailed and crn 

• • P — ft '-^ ^ P- « ^ 
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ior, King, — Hap - py chil - dren we. 
im - part Mes - sa - ges of grace, 
ci - fied — Triumphed o'er the grave. 
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CHOBVS. 
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Chime, chime on, Mer-ry, mer-ry Sab -hath bells, chime on; 

Chiming, sweetly chiming are the Sab -bath bells, Mer-ry, mer - ry chiming Sab -bath bells; 





Chime chime on, Mer - ry, mer - ry Sab - bath bells. 

Lis - ten to the mu-sic of the chiming bells, Mer - ry, mer -.ry Sab • bath bells. 
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THE ANGELS ASE WAITINO. 

**And there ahaU be no more death, neither a&rrowt nor crying. "^Rev. 21 : 4. 
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Frank M. Davis. 
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1. O - ver the riv - er in manBions of light, Are an-gels ra - di-ant and fair; Bobed iii their gar- 

2. O - ver the riv - er in mansions of love, Theresa never sorrowing or care ; An - gels are sing^ 

3. O • ver the river our loved ones have gone, The joys of the angels there to share ; Near by the gates 

^ — ^ 







BKFBAIli. 




^^^ 



i 



^ 



1 



ments of dazzle-ing white, Thejr're waiting for us o-ver there. Wfdting for us o-ver there, 

ing their sweetest refrains. While waiting for us o-ver there. 

that are ev - er a- jar, They're waiting for us o-ver there. over there, 
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Waiting for us o-ver there, , • . Angels are waiting in msanm of light. Yes, waiting for us over there. 



over there,* 
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66 I GOME, JESUS! 

In her last moments she manifested great joy, her uplifted hands pointing to heaven, beckohlng, while her lips stam- 
_ mered, "I come, Jesus! " 

Rev. B. C. Oyler. 
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Elisha a. Hoffman. 
i* TcSnderly. 
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1. Je - 8U8, 
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I come ! Jesus 

I come t Je-sus 

I come ! Je-sus 

4. Je - sus, I come ! Je-sus 



2. Je-sus, 

3. Je-sus, 



t 



I come I To join the ho - ly throng As they stand be-fore thy 

I come ! To wear the robe of white, And with all the Lord's re- 

I come ! To wear the crown of gold, In the land of sum - mer 

I come I To be at home with thee, And thy bles-ed joy to 
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throne, And sing the sweet, new song. I come, 
deem'd To roam, the plains of light, 
bloom, Where flowers ne*ergrow old, 
share ""Thro' all e - ter r ni - ty. 



I come, 
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join the ho - ly 
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I come, I come. 



^ 



r r M'p-^ } 




throng ; I come, I come, I come, I come, To . my long-wished - for home. 
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ftom " Happy Song^" V>1 V*- 



JUST AS I AM, 
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"Bim thai cometh IvnU in nowi^ caai ou<. "-John 6 : 87. 



R. 6. Staples. 
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1. Just as I am, with -out one plea, But that thv blood was shed for me, And that thou bidst me 

2. Just as I am, and waiting not To rid my soul of one darkljlot. To thee, whose blood can 

3. Just as I am, though tossed about With many a conflict, many a doubt, Fightings with - in, and 
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BErRAIN. 



come to thee. And that thou bidst me come to thee, O Lamb of God, I come I I come, O 



come to thee, And that thou bidst me come to thee, O Lamb of God, I come I I 
cleanse each spot, To thee,who8e blood can cleanse each spot, O Lamb of God, I come I 

foes with-out, Fightings within, and foes with-out, O Lamb of God, I come I I come, O Lamb of 
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Lamb of God, I come I O Lamb of God, I come ! O Lamb of God, I come, I come to thee I 
; God I come ! O Lamb of G<>d I come ! O Lamb of God I come, I come to thee I 
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4 Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind- 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind, 
|. Yea, all I need, in thee I fJud-;J 
O Lamb of God, I come / 



1 5 Just as I am— thou wilt receive, \^ ^"^^'^^^^^^'^^^.If^^SieS^^*^:^^ -: 

Wiltwelcome,paTdo\x,cAfti«i'R^,t€ii«^\ ^^^^'^S^S^^^-<5=^«^r^ 
' if: Because thy pTWiiise 1 \>^\\^n^-\ V'^^^J.J^^^^^.^*^^^"' 



Lamb ol God, I come\ 
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A. B. Bragdon. 



REPBNT AND BELIEVE. 

IteperU ye; for the kingdom of heawn is at /tatui— -Mfttt. 3 : 2. 




A. 3. Bragdon. 
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1. How great his compassion who died on the crofl8,How tender his infinite love, Who bore all the anguish and 
2.Ti8 all that he asks, tho' for me he has borne The burden and heat of the day/Tis all that he asks, thb' with 
3. Dear Savior, I bring thee a penitent heart, Oh 1 wash all its soilure away ! And guard me, lest I from thy 






BufTered the loss To give me a mansion a-bove. And what can I do to deserve the reward? What 
hands rent and torn, His life passed in stifiTring away, Tis all that jie asks, shall I longer allow The 
precepts depart, And keep me, lest from thee I stray. Lord, herein thy presence repentant I stand, Nor 




sacrifice will he receive? The precept is simple, the task is not hard, 'Tis only "repent and believe.'' 
world and its snares to deceive? Nor fly to the refuge he offers me now. If I but "repent and believe." 
longer thy mercy will grieve, Secure in thy guidance, oh, take thou my hand, I truly " repent and believe." 
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GHEISnAN'S HOPE. 
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B. 6. Staplbb. " Which hope toe have at an anchor qf the wul, both eure and 8leadJaat."—Jle\}. G : 19. 

Not too flRMt. 



W. H. DOAMB. 
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1. There ig a hope that never dies, A light that beaniR forever, A star whose beam can not grow dark, 

2. The blight of earth, it8 ehugiBg weoM Tiiat shadow life's to-Aiorrow, Change not the vivid rays that shine 

3. It is the hope — the Christian's hope — That calms the troubled spirit, And bids him wait, with iMtieat heart, 
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VHORtm. 







A sun that sets, no, nev-er. 

E'en in the hour of sor-row. Oh, the hope! blessed hope of the Christian's souVTis a star that lyiN for 

For joys that saints in - her - it. 

f ,f 7 O^ " H t: t: titiHtit: 
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ev - er, Oh, the hope I Blessed hope! And its cheering light he loses, nev - er. 

Blessed hope. Blessed hope. 




From ** Fare Qo^ 



70 IN THAT HOME OVEE THERE.* 

JTiere remaineth ther^ore a rest to the people of God. — Heb. 4 : 9. 
From " Melodies of Praise," by per. Words and Music by R. A. Glenn. 
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1. In that beau - ti - ful home o - ver there, Wliere the flow - ers shall fade nev-er more ; 

2. We will sing in that beau - ti - fiil home, When the robe and the crown we shall wear; 

3. To our boun - ti - ful giv - er a-bove, All ar-rayed in his splen-dor so fair ; 

fir rrr ^ 



^^ 



»i- 



t 



f 



^ 



;: 



* > * 



m 



I 




There the sun ev - er shines bright and fair, On the banks of the pear - ly white shore. 
And the King in his beau - ty be-hold, On his throne with the an - gels so fair. 

We will sing ev - er-more of his love, When we meet in that home o-ver there. 
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In that home o • ver there, 

In that beau - ti - ful home o - ver there, by-and-by, 



In that beau-ti - ful home o - ver 
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' S6aa lAe dead arise and proite tlue.— TsaXoa^ -A^. 



IN THAT HOME OVEB THEBE. Gondaded. 
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there, We will shine as the stars evermore, 

by-and-by, 



In that beautiful home over there. 
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DON'T TELL IT. 

Thou shaU love thy neighbor as thyaeif, -Bom. 13 : 9. 
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Dr. J. B. Herbert. 
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1. Your neighbor's name, Or friend's fair fame, And what be 

2. If kept with-in, This ru - mored sin May prove a 

3. In - stead of peace, If strife in -crease. Then try to 
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fell it, 
bub - ble; 
quell it ; 
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In deed or word, Yon may have heard, Yet pray don't 
If told a - gain, Like thriv - ing grain, 'Twill soon grow 

Think what you will. Of good or ill. But pray do n't 



tell It. 
dou - ble. 
tell it. 
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AN0B7 WOBDS. Oonoluded. 




bey thy Father's kbit tmnaid ; " Love one anoth • er," Thus saith the Savior, CUidm obey hiit blest cmbuI 
Tis your Father's blest command : " Love each other, Love each other," 'Tis his blest command. 




A CHILD'S MOBNINO FMTEB. 



R. G. Staples. 
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1. Here I'm kneeling by my bedside, Father, teach me what to say ; Make me very kind and gentle, 

2. Make me of thy flock, dear Shepherd, One of thine own little lambs ; Lead me ever by still wa-ters, 

3. Lead me thro' this world of beauty, To that world that is more fair. And oh 1 let me live forever, 
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Like my Sav - ior all the day. 

Let me rest safe in thine arnis. Heav'nly Father, hear me. Hear thy lit - tie child to - day. 

With the ho - ly an-gels there. 



74 LOOKING TO JESUS. 

** Looking taUo JeauSt the author and finisher of our/aWu*'--13iKB. 12 : 2; 

Words and Music by H. R. Palmer. 
ICay be sane as a duet by two voices or by the vrbole school ; all voices, except the Alto, singiDg the higher part 
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1. Yield not to temptationj For yielding is sin, Each vict'ry will help us Some other to win, 

2. Shun e - vil companions, Bad language disdain, God's name hold in rev'rence, Kor take it in vain, 

3. To him that o'ercometh, Gbd giv-eth a crown. Thro* faith we shall conquer, Tho' often cast down, 
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Fight manfully on-ward, Dark passions subdue, Look ev-er to Je - bus, He'll carry you tlirough. 
Be thoughtful and earnest. Kind-hearted and true, Look ev-er to Je - sus, He'll carry you through. 
He who is the Sav-ior Our strength will renew. Look ev-er to Je - sus, He'll carry you through. 
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cnoBrs. 






Ask the Savior to help you. He is willing to aid you. He will carry you thro'. 

Comfort, strengthen, and keep you, 
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From •* Songs oi Love;' \>^ ^t. 



I AM USTENINO. 

W; S. Mabshall. JRUOie voice qf my beloved that knocketh, saying, Open to me.—C&nt 6 : 2. 
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W. S. MAB8RALL. 
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1. Do you hear the Sav-ior calling. By the woo - ings of his voice ? Do you hear the ac-cents 

2. By h'la Soir 'it he is woo-in^, Soft-ly draw-ing us to him, Thro' the da^ and night pur- 

3. By the Word of Truth he's speakmg To the wand'ring, ending ones ; List I the voice the still-ness 

4. In his Prav -i - den - tial dealings^ E - ven in his stern de-crees, In the loud-est thunders 
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fall -ing? Will you make the precious choice? „ ,. , . -r . . 

su - ing, With his gen - tie voice to win. I am liat-'ning, Oh, I'm list-'nmg Just to 
breaking ! Hear the sweet and solemn tones ! 
peal-ing, Or the murm'rlng of the breeze. 
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hear the ac-cents fall; I am list'-ning, Oh, I'm list'-ning To the Savior's gen-tle call. 
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From "Songaol \Xi% CtwaC ^1 V^t. 



Mabiannb Farminoham. 



BE NOT AFBAID. 
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R.G. Staflbb. 
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1. Tho' the tempest rage^, And the day is past, Tho' the shadows deepen, And the night falls fast, 

2. Nothing can be harmful Which the Father sends; Even loss and sorrow, And the lack of friends, 

3. In the way we travel There are mountain heights; There most be the fading Of the household lights; 
4. .Soon the flowing river Will be near our feet; MTe must cross the waters, Ere our loved we meet. 
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There is heard a whisper In the thick'ning shades, It is I, the Master, Do not be a - fraid. 
Need not make us fearful, Troubled, or dismayed. Since the I-ord is saying. Do not be a - fraid. 
Thro* the boisterous waters We must slowly wade; But we hear Christ whisper, Do not be a - fraid. 
But to give us courage, Lest we be dismayed, Christ, the Lord, will whisper. Do not be a - fraid. 




'Tis I, it is I, Oh, do not be a-fraid ; 'Tis I, it is I, Oh, do not be a - fraid. 
Oh, be not afraid, i t is I,'tis I.* ^^ Oh, be not afraid, it is I,'ti8 1, 







DBAW ME TO THEE. 

w near, and he (AoU apprvach ui 



1. Ijord, weak and 

2. In vain 
8. Oh, brini 
4 Here, Lord, I would for 



Bland, Ah fet • tered by an un - aeen hand ; Break 

free; I would, but csn -not fly to thee; Ope 

still. That thine own peace my ran I may fill. And 

bije, And nev - er wan - der from thy side; Be- 
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thou the etrong and subtle band, And draw me close U 
thou the pria-on door for me. And draw we close ti 
I may reht in thy Hweet will ; Lord, draw me close U 
neath thy wing do thou me hide. And draw me close U 


thee. 

thee. 
thee, 
thee. 


Draw 


V 

me close to thee, 8*v-ior, 
cloae to thee, Savior, 
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HAEK! 'TIS THE SAVIPR CALLING. 

**And ye will not come to me, that ye miyht have I^e."— Matt. 5 : 40. 
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1. Hark I *tis the vdice of the Sav - ior, Ten-der-ly eali-ing us home, Call-ing in sweetest of ac- cents, 

2. Ye that are lone-ly, for - sak • en, Weary, and by sin oppressed, List to the pleading of Je- sus, 

3. Come in the brighthours of childhood, Learn of the beautiful way, Heed now the kind invi-ta - tion. 
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Dear children,why longer roam ? Hear him call - ing, sweetly call - ing. 

Come to the joys of the blest. , 

Why will you longer de-lay ? Hear him calling, sweetly calling, 
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en-dexvly call -ing us 
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home, Hear him call - ing, Sweet-ly call - ing,. Dear children, why longer roam? 

calMng us home, Hear him calling, sweety call-ing, 
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80 " I'VE NOTHING TO BEING TO THEE, JESUS. " 

Flora L. Best. ' 



J. T. Qrape. 
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Sir 

1. IVe nothing to bring . to thee, Je - sus. Save a heart that is sin - ful and sore, 

2. My Sav - lor, I come at thy bid - ding ; I plead by the thorns on thy brow ; 







And a life that is wea • ry and wast - ed. Yet trembling, I knock at the door. 
By the cross with its bur - den of sor - row. Oh, o - pen the door to me now. 
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I hear the sweet song of the reap - ers A - way on the great har - vest plain, 

Per - chance then, when reap-ers are bear -ing Their sheaves to the har -vest a - bove, 
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I'VE NOTHING TO BRING TO THEE, JESUS." Oonoluded. 
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I have nothing to bring to thee, Je - sus, Not e - ven a. sheaf of the grain. 
I may bring, 'mid the least of the toil - ers, Some blossoms of faith or of love. 
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I have nothing to bring to thee, Save a heart that is sin 
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ful and sore, 
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And a life that is wea - ly and wast - ed, Yet trembling, I knock at the door. 
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FerTentrly. 



ANYWHERE WKH JESUS. 

**Lord, I will follow thee, whithersoever thou po«sf."— Luke 9 : 57. 



R. G. Staples. 
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1. Anywhere with Jesus, Says the Christian heart; Let him lead me where he will, So we do not part, 

2. Anywhere with Jesus, Tho' he leadeth me Where the path is rough and long, Where the danger be, 

3. An - y-where with Je-sus, Tho' he please to bring, In -to floods or fiercest flames, Into suf - fei^ing, 

4. An - y-where with Je-sus, For it can not be Dreary, dark, or des-o-late, When he is with me. 
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Always sitting at his feet, There no cause for fear. An - y-where with Jesus, In this vale of tears. 
Tho' he taketh from my heart All I love be-low, An - y-wher.e with Jesus Will I glad-ly go. 
Tho' he bids me work or wait, Only bear for him, An - y-where with Jesus, This shall be my hvmn. 
He will love me to the end, Ev-ery want supply, An - y-where with Jesus, Should I live or die. 
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Anywhere with Je - sus, Anywhere, anywhere, Anywhere with Je - bus, I'll fol-low an-y-where. 
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ALMOST WITHIN, 



Mrs. M. 8LTJ88BB. From " Our Home Friend." 
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J. H. Tbnney. 
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1. Al-most within t yet the gates are closed ; Heav-i - ly rests the golden bar; Darkly between the 

2. Was it the wind^s lowly whispered sigh? Was it the plash of dipping oars? Hark I 'tis the waiting 

3. Swift-ly and silent-ly moved the barque ; Quickly it touched the golden strand ; Al-most with-in I the 
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blue wave rolls, Foaming against the stormy shore. Almost within ! yet the cold dark waves Loudly dash 
Boatman's cry, Standing upon the cold damp shores. Farewell, dear friends, I am goin^ — ^gone ! Slow-ly the 
trembling heart Cried — and we heard the heaTenly bands. The beau-ti - ful, dazzling, golden bar Was lifted 



t^^ 



Bi r-f i r ' T - 



t t- t t: t' 



> ^ ^ ^. 



V ' ^ V t 



H f T 



i 



^ 



S 



4 ^ ^ 



I 



t 



I 



^ 



fc^ 



f- \ ttt 



r-^ 



» m 




5=r^ 



on the white wet sands, A phantom barque its waters laves, And oars are raised by unseen hands, 
blue lids soft-ly closed ; Marked we the chill that shook her form, As i - cy mists around her rose, 
high by an -gel fair; The heavenly gate was swung a- jar, Our loved — our darling entered there. 
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1. QoA ia watcbinK, God Ik waiting, He will judge you bj and bj, For the words you mlglit 

2. Speak the word, but do it kindly, Let him know that Ood is love ; That Tor him ho vile ana simui 

3. If your words are fit -ly Bpoken, Many a sinner ynu might bring From a world of wn and sorrow 
i. Speak it, then, to all the fallen, Howe'er base or low they lie, For the wrongs they have committed 




Speak them now, before you die. M'ait not, if a brnlber fa1!-eth, Go and take him by the hand, 
There is peace and rest a - bove. Peace and joy, if he re- penteth. From the er - ror of liis way, 
Close to Calvary's cross to cling. Many a noul that wanders blindly In a lab - y-rinth of sin, 
Je - bus' blood can rec - li - fy. Let your path be ne'er so humble, There is work for you to <{ 
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Help him ^in a foothold somewhere. Point him to the better land. Speak the word bo 

Ho|>e for him, and home, and heaven, If he will but watuh and pray. 

Going farther from our Father, By a kind word ynu might win. 

Do it bravely never falt'ring. Speak the word that's given you. Sjieak the word, Oh, speak the word, a 

v.y^ , ..., , , .., n, ..,. n .. . . r 



SFEAE THE WOBD. ConcMed. 
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and true, Speak the word that's giv - en jou. 




pure 



pure and true, so pure and true, Speak the word, the blesKed word. That God has given, given you. 
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B. G. Staples. 



R G. S. g *'Oo work to-day in rn 



WOEK FOB THE SAVIOE'S GLOEY. 

"Qo work to-day in my vineyard.^* — Matt. 21 : 28. 




1. Work for the Savior's glory, Work^for his kingdom here ; Work till thy head is hoaiy. Work, and never fear. 
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Work, let his name be honored, Work with the crown in view; Lift high the gwpel standard, Christian, oh, be true. 
Go, in the vineyard labor. Work for the Savior's praise. Tell to thy friend and neighbor, Gloriooi areliis ways. 
Great are the Father's mansions Held in reserve for tliee. If thro' thy Savior's merits, Thou from sin art free. 
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From " The GoVdeuSti^C' Xyj v«' 
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T. C. O'KAira. 



SWEEHNQ THRO' THE GATES. (O'Kane'si) 

** Weeping may endure for a nighty but joy cometh in the morniny."— Psalms 30 : 6. 



T. C. O'Kane. 
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1. Who, who are'these be -side the chilly wave, Jnst on the bor - dera of the si - lent grave, 

2. These, these are they who in their youthful days Found Je-sus ear - ly, and, in wisdom's ways, 

3. These, these ^re they wlio in af-fliction's woes Ev - er have found in Je-sus calm re -pose, 

4. These, these are they who in the con-fllct dire Bold- ly have stood a- mid the hot-test tire; 




Shouting Je - sus' pow'r to save, Washed in the blood of the Lamb. 

Proved the full- ness of his grace. Washed, etc. " Sweeping thro* the gates" 

Such as from a pure heart flows. Washed, etc. 

Je - sua now says, "Come up higher :" Washed, etc. For bth and 6th verses. Sweeping thro* the streets 
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to ^he new Je - ru - sa - lem, "Washed in the blood of the Lamb," .... 

^ .0. ' .0. .0. ^ ■ in the blood of the Lamb. 
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SWEEPING THRO' THE GATES. Oonoludecl. 
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** Sweep-ing thro' the gates " to the new Je - ru - sa - lem, " Washed in the blood of the Lami 



^frfi± 



*^ k" i t"- 



E^ 



m 



gse 



b t i ii ^ g i 



^9- 



*=^ 



f 



5 Safe, safe upon the ever-shluing shore, 
Sin, pain, and death, and sorrow all are o'er ; 
Happy now and evermore, 
Wa 



«( 



raahed in the blood of the Lamb." 



6 May we, O Lord, be now entirely thine, 
Daily, from sin, be kej^t by power divine, 
Then in heaven the saints we'll join. 
" Washed in the blood of the Lamb.^' 



LET MY PRAYER ASCEND ON HIGH. 

**Lord, to whom 8?iaU we go f— John 6 : 68. 



E. Cook 
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1. In this calm, iui-press-ive hour, Let my prayer ascend on high, God of mer-cy, God of po^ 

2. With the morning's ear-ly ray. While the shades of night depart, Let thy beams of light conv 

3. Oh, what joy that word affords. Thou shalt reign o Wall the earth; King of kings, and Lord of lo 
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Hear me when to thee I cry ; Hear me from thy lofty throne. For the sake of Christ thy Son 
Joy and gladness to my heart ; Now o*er all my steps pre-side. And for all my wants pro-vid< 
Send thy gos- pel heralds forth; Now begin thy boundless sway, Ush-er in the glorious day 
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Dr. H. Bonar. 



ONLY BEMEMBEBED. 



R. O. Staples. 
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1. Up and a-way like the dew of the morning, Soar-ing from earth to its home in the son ; 

2. So let my liame and my place be for-got-ten, On - ly my life - race be pa-tient-ly run; 

3. Fad-ing a-way like the stars of the morning, So let my name be uu - honored, unknown ; 
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So let me pass a - way gen - tly and lov-ing-ly, On - ly remembered by what I have done. 
So let me pass a - way, peaceful - ly, si - lently, On - ly remembered by what I have done. 
Here, or up yon-der, I must be re-mem^bered. On - ly remembered by what I have done. 
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On - ly remembered, On - ly remembered, On - ly remembered by what I have done. 
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S. S. Corbet. 
Firm. 

it 



RIVER. OF DEATH. 

**The righteous haUi hope in his death,'*— Frev. 14 : 32. 
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J. Harvy Anderson. 
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1. Dark - \y the wa - ters roll. And pass with a sul - len roar; And they Burge, and ed - dy, and 

2. In - to the seething foam The wea • ri-some soul must go ; But, oh, what a won - der- ful 

3. Je - BUS, the Sav-ior, spoke Un-to the wild waves: "Be still I" And the waves in - to harm-less 
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awe the soul That must pass to the oth - er shore. ' 

change ha^ come That csumeth the wa - ters so. Waters roll, . . wa-ters roll, . . And 
rip - pies broke. Be - calmed by the Mas-ter's will. . l^ 
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pass with a sal -len roar; 



Waters roll, waters roll. As we pass to the oth • er shore. 







From " Sonea ol \Xie Qtoear ^s^ ^^' 
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I'M PEAYING FOR YOU. 



E. S. LORENZ. 




1. I have 

2. I have 

3. I have 

4. I have 



a 



Sav-ior — he's pleading in glo-ry, So precious while earthly enjoyments are few; 
Fa- ther — to me he has giv -en A hope for e - ter - ni - ty, precious and true; 
Robe — *tis resplendent in whiteness — Awaiting in glo - ry my wonder-ing view ; 
Peace, and 'tis calm as a riv - er, A peace that the friend of the world never knew ; 





And now he is watch-ing in ten-der-ness o'er me, But, oh, that my Savior were your Savior too I 
And soon will my splr-it be with him in heav-en. But, oh, that he'd let me bring you with me too! 
Oh, when I re-ceive it, all shining in brightness. Dear friend could I jBee you receiving one too I 
My Sav-ior a -lone is its Au-thor and Giv- er. But, oh, could I know it was giv -en to youl 





CllOfCVS. 



^3 



r- — ^ ;' j^ 



-I 



1 — r 



^ 



iU 



^M 



i 



I'm pray - - ing for you, I'm pray - - ing for you, 

I'm pray-ing for you, I'm pray-ing for you, I'm pray-ing for you, I'm pray-ing for you, 
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From " Praise Offering;' 
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I'M PRATING FOR YOU. Concluded. 
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Praj-ing for you, praying, I'm pray - • ing for you. 

Pm pray-ing for you, I'm pray-ing for you, I'm pray-ing, I'm praying for you. 
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GOD IS LOVE. 

1 John 4: 8. 
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R. G. Staples. 




1. See the streamlet bounding Thro' the vale and wood, There its ripples soundine, Tell that God is good; 

2. Lo! the heavens are breaking, Pure and bright above, Light and life awaking. Murmur '^Grod is Love." 

3. See the morning sunbeams Lighting up the world, Emblems of the ban - ner That is here uu-furled ; 
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Music now. is ringing Through the leafy grove, Feathered songster warbling, Tell that "God is Love." 
Wake my heart and springing, Spread thy wings above, Soaring still and singing. Singing "God is Love." 
See the shining dew-drops Coming from a-bove, In their silence falling — Emblems of God's Love. 
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LONGING FOR HOME. 

" My sold Umgeth for the courts of the Lord.**— Fa, 84 : 2. 

Words and Music by D. N. Hows. 




1. I 

2. I 

3. I 

4. I 



am long - ing fur thee, 

am long - ing for home 

am long - ing for thee, 

am long - ing for home, 
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oh, thou beau - ti - ful home, And the Mas - ter who 
on that heav - en - ly sliore, -Where the sor-rows of 
oh, thou, cen - ter of light. Where tlie wea-ry and 
for the Chris-tian's brip^ht home, Wlvere the Savior's own 
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giv - eth it light; 

life nev - er come, 

trou - bled find rest, 

love is our sons^, 
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For tlie gold - en-paved streets, and the glo - ry 

And the friends good and true who have gone on 

Wliere the sane - ti - fied pouIs all im - mor - tal 

Where we'll love and be loved, where we'll know and 
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lit throne, 
be - fore, 
n - nite, 
be known, 
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And the crys - tal - like riv - er of life. ' 

To en - joy that sweet rest ev - er - more. 

In glad an - thems of praise to our King. 

As the Lord loves and knows ev - ery one. 
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Oh, home, 



Oh, 



home, heav - en - Iv home, 

t: i: t: t t: 




LONGING FOR HOME. Concluded. 
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heav-en • ly home, 

Oh, home, heav-en 



Oh, home^ 
ly home, Oh, home, beau - ti 



beati - ti - ful 
fill home. Oh, 
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home, Oh, home of the blest, And home of 

home, beau-ti - ful home. Oh, home of the blest, my own sweet home. And home of rest, my 
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rest, I 

own sweet home, 
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am long - ing and wait - ing for thee, heav - en - ly home. 
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R. G. S. 



MY BEAUTIFUL HOME. 

'" There remaineth ct reg/."— Heb. 4 : 9. 



R. G. Staples. 




1. There's a beautiful home Just beyond in theskies; 'Tis the home of the blest, Where no storms ever rise. 

2. There'a a bright, happy land. And its streets are of gold ; There's a mansion prepared As the home of the soul. 

3. There's a beautiful land, Ana its golden-hinged gates Are made free by the blood Of a SaFior who waits 
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Just over the turbid sea, 'Tis an evergreen shore. Where the loved gone before, Be-united shalLdwell, 
Just over he turbid sea; Just beyond, just beyond. Where the dark inrges roll. There the lambs of the fold 
Just over the turbid sea; He nowpleadeth for thee; Sinner, come, while 'tis day, Come, and make no delay. 
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And shall part never more ; Just over the turbid sea, Just over the turbid sea, There's a beautiful home for thee. 
Will their Shepherd behold ; Just over the turbid sea. Just over the turbid sea, There's a beautiful home for thee, 
^ut arise and away, While Jesus is calling thee, While Jesus is calling thee. Seek that beautiful land so free. 
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THE LAND CELESTIAL, 

•"And the lamb u ttte Uglii rAereq/:"— Rev. 21 : 23. 
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1. There Is a land ce - les - tial, 
There flows a peace-fal riv - er, 

2. There are the sweet-voiced angels 
Death guards the mys-tlc por - tals, 

3. They stand be - fore the Fa - ther, 
And all in Joy - oos sing - ing, 
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J. H. ROSECRANS. 
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A world that's bright end fair. And o'er its no - ly 
Be - neath tlie tree of life I There comes no wail of 
A - ronnd the great white throne, Who bow in wil-ling 
And gen - tly one by one. He leads in wea-ry 
Tlie Lord of life and love; He smiles up - on his 

that far - off 



life 
for ev - er - more, There in 
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bean - ty Floats not a cloud of care; 

mourn-ing. Nor sound of bit - ter strife. 

horn - age To him who iniles a .- lone; 

mor - tals Whose earth * ly work is done, 

chil - dren, He wel - comes them a - bove; 

coun • try, Up - on that gol -den shore. 
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Land of per - feet beaa - ty I 
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World so bright and fair ! 
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When will an -gels call me? When shall I be there? 
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Emily Carroll. 



THE TWO HOMES. 

In my Father^ s hotise are many mansions."— John 14 : 2. 



John McPherson. 
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1. I have two homes, two happy homes, By God, my Father, given, One precious home is here on earth, 

2. The glories of my home a-bove, Nor pen, nor tongue can tell, For. none, save spirits sanc-ti - fied, 

3. Oh, glorious, blessed, heavenly home I Thy glo-riea who can tell? "Or half thy wondrous beauty paint, 
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My oth-er is in heaven. I think up -on my earth-ly home, And sweet e - mo-tions rise; 
In that bright land may dwell. Sickness and sor - row here on earth, Op - press the friends we love, 
Bright land where angels dwell. My Fa-ther I hear my earnest prayer For those I dear-ly love; 
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KEFItAIN. 



Yet still my spir - it longs to reach My home a-bove the skies. Oh, beaati - ful home, . . . 

But joy and bless-ed-ness a- lone. Dwell in our home a - hove. 

Oh, take us alj, when life is o'er, To our bright home a-bove. Oh, beauti - ful, beauti -ful home, 
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THE TWO HOMES. Concluded. 
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The home of the saints a - bove ; Oh, may we all soon reach that home, And dwell in peace and love. 
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SUBMISSION. 



Le Roy J. Boggs. 




1. Come to Je - BUS, lit - tie one, Come to Je - sus now; Hum-bly at his gracious throne, 

2. At his feet con-fess your sin. Seek for-give-ness there; For his blood can make you clean — 

3. Seek his face with-out de - lay, Give him now your heart; Tar - ry not, but while you may, 
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In sub-mis - sion, bow ; Hum - bly at his gracious throne. In sub-mis-sion, bow. 
He will hear your prayer; For his blood can make you clean — He will hear your prayer. 
Choose the bet - ter part; Tsir - ry not, but, while you may. Choose the bet- ter part. 
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R.O.8. 



SPEAK FOB JESUS. 



R. O. STAFLEa 
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1. Oh, Christian man, thy Sav - ior Makes this de-mand on thee. That thou shall warn the 

2. Oh, speak whene'er thou see - est Thy bro-ther go a - stray, And strive by thy ex- 

3. And when thy Mas - ter judg-eth The world, be-cause of sin, Oh, may'stthou hear the 
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care - less, From sin and wrath to flee. 

am - pie, To lead him in the way. Then speak a word for 

plaud - it. Well done — arid en - ter in. 
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Je - BUS, Though 
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hum-ble it may be, God's blessing may at- tend it. Throughout e - ter - ni - ty. 
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BEYOND THE VALE. 

**In my Father^ s houae are many manncma,'*— John 14 : 2. 
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Frank M. Dayib. 




1. There is a home be-yond the vale Of sigh-ing, tears, and sor - row, 

2. Sweet promise of the Sav - ior given, Oh, tell the joy - ful sto - ry, 

3. Yet oft - entimes thro' faith I see That home beyond the riy - er, 

4. I know I mast with patience wait, Although the cross be ' heav-y, 



Where storms of earth no 
The ransomed have a 
The loved ones wait-ing 
I'll reach at last the 
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more as -sail; 'Tis in the bright to - mor - row. 

home in heaven, A hap - py home in glo - ry. 'Tis sweet to think of that dear home, Fre- 

there for me, In bands no more to sev - er. 

gold - en gate, And ev - er- more be hap - py. 





pared by grace for me ; I will in sin no long - er roam. That I its joys may see. 
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D. W. Ceobtwell. . 
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VOYAGE OF LIFE. 

Jesits came unto them, walking on the tea. 
4 



R. G. Staples. 
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1. On life's voy - age we are sail-ing, And our Sav - ior on the sea Comes to guide the 

2. Walk with him in nights of dan-ger, Faith will lead us safe - ly through ; On the sea as 
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ev - er fail-ing, Saying, Children trust in me. Besting on his love and mercy, Thro' all storms the 
in the manger, Light will come if we are true. Thro' these storms of light and shadow In the ship of 
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way we tread, Sink ^ ing when the wa - ters hide him, Safe while hy his hand we're led. 
Christ we roam, Know - ing fair - er winds will bring us Sure - ly to our Fa-ther's home. 
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THE OEUOIFIXION. 
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Andante aflnetnoso 



Mark 15: 25. 



R. 8. Harrington. 




1. Bound upon the accursed tree, Faint and bleeding, who is he? See his eyes so pale and din), Streamisg biood and 

2. Bound upon the accursed tree, Dread and awful, who was he ? Tho* his lifeless corpse was laid In a eold se- 
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writhing limb. See the flesh with scourges tow ; See the crown of twisted thorn ; See his drooping 
pulchral bed, Soon the Savior from the grave. Rose, a conq'ror, strong to save, Bright the crown that 







death-dewed brow. Son of man 'tis thou, 'tis thou ! See his droopiog death-dewed brow. Son of man 'tis thou, 'tis thou, 
decks his brow. Son of God, 'tis thou, 'tis thou ! Bright t]i« crown that deeki hii brow. Son of God, 'tis thou, 'tis thou. 
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HOW BEAUTIFUL UPON THE MOUNTAINS." 
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oderaio. 



To Habfobd Avenue Sunday-School Circle. 



J. T. G. 
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How beauti-ful up-on the mountains are the feet of hira that bringeth good tidingR of good, good 
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tidings of good, good tidings of good, good tidings of good. Thy watchmen shall lift np thereiee, ihall lift 
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sing, 
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up the voice, together shall they sing, shall they sing, shall they sing ; For they shall see eye to 
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" HOW BEAUTIFUL UPON THE MOUNTAINS." Concluded. 
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eye, eye to eye. 
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They shall see eye to eye when the Lord shall bring, shall bring again Zi-on. 
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How beauti-ful up-on the mountains are the. feet of him that bringeth good tidings of good, good 




rH~i 



3 



+ 



aj ] J iHn 



Rlt. 



A •\h\v. 



^ 






4 



-&-<& 



-^ 



■z^ 



-^—f- 



^ j^ y 

tid-ings of good, that bringeth good tidings, that publisheth peace. A - men, 
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WItli animation. 




NOW, BELOVED TEACHERS, TELL US. 

*• Those tficU seek me early shall find m^."— Prov. 8 : 17. 



B. S. Habsinotom. 







1. Now, be-lov - ed teachers, tell us, Can a ho - ly God forgive ? Did the Savior die for children? 

2. When on earth the Savior sojourned, Little children shared his love ; Teachers, does he still regard us, 
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May we look to him and live? Tell ns, are our souls im-mor-tal ? Shall we live beyond the grave? 
Now that he has gone a - bove? Must we wait till we are old - er, Ere we give our hearts away? 
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CHORUS. 
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On e - ter - ni - ty*s dark o-cean. Can we find an arm to save? Yes, dear children! Yes, dear children! 
Teachers, tell us, are you willing Weshoaldcome to Christ to-day? Yes, dear children! Yes, dear childreni 
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NOW, BELOVED TEAOHEBS, TELL US. Oonolnded. 
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Je - sus on - ly can for - give; Trust in Je-sns ! Trust in Je-sus 1 Look, dear children, look and live, 

"Vrxtt movr rtf\rt\ei ^r\ r^mof i^rx-d^axr * All ia i<oa/4«r t-ta la urillinr* /^*« _ Iv ft*tiaf IiIqI And O " DCY 



You may come to Christ to-day ; All is ready — He is willing. On - ly trust hi 
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GOD I MOST HOLY ONE. 



R. G. Staples. 






1. O God I thou ho - ly one, How shall I speak thine aw - ful naiue? My sins have bowed my 

2. If left to self a - lone, How shall I stand be - fore thy face ? So oft I've sinned a- 

3. But ! Je - sus in - tercedes, Hard by the throne — he pleads for me. And I may yet his 
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soul in shame, What can I do but flee and cry un -clean, Oh, cleanse me, or I die. 
gainst thy grace, That I can scarcely hope to be for - given, And saved at last in heaven, 
glo - ry see, And shine among the ransomed saints in light. Where comes no shades of night. 
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LIFT THE TEMPERANCE EANNEE HIGHEE. 



Words and Music by E. Cook. 
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1. Lift the temperance banner higher, Let it float among the stars, Rearing plainly as our watchword, 

2. Let us move a little firmer On the Bum King's marshaled hosts, Let them feel that we are earnest, 

3. Then wake up, you idle dreamer, Put your shoulder to the wheel, Leave it not for those more able, 
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On its gold and silver bars ; Watch and pray, and in the contest Baging now throughout our land, 
That we make no i - die boasts ; Let them see that threats of arson. And of midnight's dark foray, 
They may ne'er heed the appeal. Now, yes, now ! for time is fleeting, And each moment to the grave 



LIFT THE TEMPEBANOE BANNEB HIGHEB. Gondaded. 
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Faith and work shall win 
Can not turn us from 
Drags some poor, be • sot 
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the bat - tie, Ilach will stay the oth - er's hand. 

our pur - pose, To die - pel the Bum King's sway. 

ted drunk-ard, Whom your ef - fort yet may save. 
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the temperance ban - ner high 
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mong the stars, 
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Watch and pray shall be en - grav - en On its go 



sil - ver bars. 
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R. 6. Staples. 
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OOME TO HIM IN PRAYER. 

"Ijet tut ther^ore come boldly to a throjie of grace.— B.e\}. 4 : 16. R. S. Habbinqton. 



T~tt~rr^Fr= ^ 






h I J 



^ 



^^i—j-^ 



^=f 



J 



s-ir 



i' 



3 



1. Children, come to the cross of the Savior in prayer; Come with faith and his mercy implore ; 

2. Children, come to the Savior who bore all the scorn Of his foes while he hung on the tree ; 

3. Children, come to the Savior, yes, come in your youth, Ere the dew of the morning is 



E 




I 



U-n^ iU^ 



s 



■4 — #- 



t 



; J: 3 li :^ i i ij-^Ha^ 



t 

View the suffMng and shame of your best Friend nailed there — Come, and enter the wide open door. 
Whose fair brow sadly bled from the prick of the thorns In the crown he was wear-ing for thee. 
In thy strength come to Jesus, em - bracing the truth — He a-lone for your sins can a - tone. 
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CHORUS. 
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Children, come, glad- ly come, 'Tis the Sav - ior in-vites you to come. 

Children, come, glad -ly come, ^_^ 
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COME TO HIM IN PMYEE. GoncMed. 
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Children, come, glad-ly 

Children, come, 
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come, Come to Christ in the days of your bloom, 

glad - ly come, 
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HELEN. CM. 



Jno. T. Grape. 
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1. How sweet the name of Je - sus sonnds. In a be - liev - er's ear, It soothes his 

2. It makes the wound-ed spir - it whole, And calms the troiib-led breast ; Tis man-na 
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sor - rows, heals his wounds. And drives a - way his fears. 
io the hun - gry soul, And to the wea - ry rest. ' 



3 Dear Name, the rock on which I build. 
My shield and hiding-place ; 
Mv never-failing treasury filled 
With boundless stores of grace. 
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4 Jesus, my Shepherd, Savior, Friend, 
My Prophet, Priest and Kiu^-. ^ _ 
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Mbs M. B. C. Sladk. 



LAND BEYOND. 



Dr. a. Brooks Eyerbit. 




1. Beyond this land of part-lng, los - ing and leaving, Far 

2. Beyond this land of toil-ing, sow-ing and reaping, Far 

3. Beyond this land of sinning, fainting and fall-ing, Far 

4. Beyond this land of waiting, seeking and sighing, Far 



be-yond the loss - es dark-ening this, 
be-yond the shadows dark-ening this, 
be-yond the doubtings darkening this, 
be-yond the sor-rows dark-ening this, 



And 
And 
And 
And 
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REFRAIN. 







far beyond the taking and the bereaving Lies the summer land of bliss. Land beyond, 

far beyond the sighing, moaning and weepins^Lies the summer land of bliss. 

far beyond the griefs and dangers. befalling, Lies the summer land of bliss. 

far beyond the pain and sickness, and dying. Lies the summer land of bliss. Land beyond, 



so fair and 



^3^ 



19 



^ 



^^ 



i=t 




^-ry-jUZ^ i i i\^ M 



r J J ^\'^ ' ± 



N K K - 



^S 



P 




1^ 



1 



bright ! Land beyond, where is no night 1 Summer Land, God is its light, Oh,happy Summer land of bliaa. 

Land beyond, Summer Land, 
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WAKE THE SONa OF JUBILEE. 



R. O. Staples. 



Ill 






1. Wake the song of Ju - bi - lee, Let it ech - o o'er the sea ; Now is come the prom-ised 

2. All ye na-tions join and sing, Christ of lords and King of kings, Let it sound from shore to 

3. Now the des-ert lands re - joice, And the is - lands join their voice. Yea, the whole crea - tion 
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hour, Je - bus reigns with sovereign power. 

shore; Je - bus reigns for-ev - er - more. Wake the song- of ju 

sings, Je - sus is the King of kings. 
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bi • lee. Let it ech - o 
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o'er the sea ; Wake, oh, wake the song. Hail the promised hour, Je-sii» shall reign with power. 
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W. G. IRVIN. 
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ONLY WAITING, 



J. H. Fillmore. 
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1. I am 

2. I am 
8. Wait - ing, 

4. Walt - ing 

5. Wait - Ing 



\mit - ing for the 

wait - ing, worn and 

hop - ing, trust -ing 

for the sun to 

for the gold - en 
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mom - ing 
wear - y, 
ev - er, 
cheer me, 
cit - y,- 



Of the 

With the 

For a 

With his 

Where the 



bless - ed 

bat - tie 

home of 
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day to dawn, 
and the strife, 
boundless love, 
min - gled light, 
man - afons be. 
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When the 

Hop - ing, 

Like a 

Wait 

List • 'ning for 



Bor - row and the 
when the war has 



})il - grim look -ing 
or " 



the saints to 
the hap - py 



sad - nesB Of 

end - cd, To 

for - ward To 

greet me In 

wel - come Of 
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this fear - ful 

re - ceive a 

the land of 

their robes of 

my Sav - ior 



life are eone. 

crown of life, 

bliss a - bove. 

spot - less white, 

call - ing me. 
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CHORDA.. 
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ing, on - ly wait - ing, 



TiU this 
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I am wait - ing, wait - ing, wait - ing, on - ly wait- ing, wait - ing, wait - ing. Till this 




From FHlmore's " Songs ol Glon;' \ys ys^. 
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ONLYWArrmG. Concluded. 118 

y life is o'er, On-ly wai t - ing for my 
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wear-y, wear-y, wear-y life is o*er, life is o*er, On - ly waiting, waiting, waiting for my 
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wel - come, for my wel - come, From my Sav 



- ior on the oth - er shore. 




UEAEEE, MT GOD, TO THEE. 



1 Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee 1 

E'en though it be a cross 
That raiseth me; 

Still all my song shall be — 

Nearer, my God, to thee, 

Nearer to thee ! 
S 



2 Tho', like the wanderer, 
The sun gone down, 

Darkness be over me, 
My rest a stone ; 

Yet in my dreams Vd be — 

Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee I 



3 There let the way appear 
Steps unto heaven ; 

All that thou sendest me. 
In mercy given ; 

Angels to beckon me 

Nearer, my God, to thee^ 



4 Or, if on joyful wing, 
Cleaving the sky, 

Sun, moon, and stars forgot^ 
Upward I fly ; 

Still all my song shall be — 
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Words arranged. 



JESUS LOVES YOU. 

" Who loved me and gave himself for rwc.**— Gal. 11 : 20. 



Wilbur A. Christy. 






I 

1. lit - tie chil - dren, Je - bus loves you, For you left his 

2. Lit - tie chil - dren, Je - bus loves you, From his arms no 



I 

home on high, 

Ion - ger stray, 






t 
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t 



r r ! 
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^' ^ it^'H • J . n^riJ 



p 
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i=t 
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Suf - fered on the cross to save you. Died that you might nev - er 
He is wait - ing to re - ceive you, Chil - dren, come with-out de 



i§ 



nr •' ; : ^ ^IC :-N 



t 



t 
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F^=F^ 



r r : 



^H-m^'^hO^ 



^=j^j^^j=fa 



^ 



T 



'1. ^ — ' 

Lift your lit - tie hands in pray - er, For the Sav - ior bids you .come, 
Jieach jour lit - tie hands un - to him, He will gent - ly lead you on. 



^ 
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JESUS LOVES YOU. GonoMed. 



^ ^ 7 : ^J:J:Jj;IJ: ^^ 
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rra 



lie ut u. 



Hi 




In his bo - soin he will bear you Safe - ly to his heaven - ly home. 

He will keep you, he will guide you To a life of bliss be - yond. 

^ — f i f ; ^ > J — > ■ • ^ • ^ 
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r 5 r'5 f ' r t r ^'^. 
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Lit - tie chil - dren, Je - bus loves you, Je - bus bids you, children come, 

Lit - tie children, Jesus loves you, Je - sus bids you, children come, 







s 



f 



:S^ 






^ 



rr^ 



;=i^ 



He will keep you. He will guide you, Safely to his heavenly home. 

He will keep you, He will guide you, 



116 



Miss Minnie D. Bateham. 
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PRAISE YE THE LOED. 

AU Uiy works shall praise thee, Lord.—Ps. 145 : 10. 



Db. J. B. Herbert. 



^ 



Ttj i r = ^ i il^s^ 



^ 

1. Praiae ye the Lord, all ye people and nations, God, the Om-nip - o - tent, reigneth a-lone ; 

2. God hath so loved us while yet we were sinners — Won-der-ful mercy and in-fi-nite love! 

3. He is our Shepherd, what harm can befall us ? Thro' the green pastures we walk in his sight ; 



m 



1^=^ 



it 



^ ^ ^ 



r^. tft^t-ttiffi^T T =% 



^ 




Darkness and clouds are around his pa - vil - ioii, Righteousness, judgment, the seat of his throne; 
Je - SUB, his Son, he hath giv-n to redeem us, Dying that we might have life from above ; 
He is our Master, we live but to serve him, La-bor is jo^-ful, his burdens are light ; 



J'« U il U f f 






t 




Glorious his kingdom, he ruleth in majerty, God o - ver all gods, and King o-ver kings; Oh, 
Savior, we love thee, we thank thee, we bless thee,*/ Hear and accept the glad homage we bring; 7 
Surely his goodness and mercy shall follow, •/ Comfort and strengthen us e - ven till death ; ^ 



FBAISE T£ THE LOBD. Concluded. 
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worship the Lord in the beauty of ho - liness, Praise hira, his people, tri-umph an t-ly sing; 
Shout, all ye mountains! in wonder a - dor - ing, Valleys, break rorth and ex-ult-ing-Iy sing! 
Yea, tho' we walk thro' the valley and sha - dow, Still will his presence go with us and bless. 

r y g y i f f £ 






e 



V — \^ 



i 




% 




^ 



For this God is our God forever and ever. His love o - ver-shad-ow-ing leaveth us never ; Our 

g.g M.ppf i f ff rrf i ff H ^ t/r if fr ^ 

^ L; !> p. p. p. - I !• I* I* I L f - v i> i^ i> ^ ^ — ^ ""t^^ 
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heav-en - ly Father, our King and our Savior, Oh, let us rejoice and be joyful in him ! 
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Words and Mnsie by 
JLlTel.T. 



BING THE BELLS. 

(CHRISTMAS.) 



R. G. Staples. 




LM-Bj-I-.I 
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1. King, ring the bells, for a Sav - ior is born. Welcome the dear na - tal day ; 

2. Bing, ring the bells, from each tar -'ret to - day, Chim-ing the dear Sav - ior's praise ; 

4=- 
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^ 



Send, send the tid - ings, with joy in the sound, Je - sus the life and thte way; 
Chil - dren now join your sweet voic-es to raise, Songs to the an - cient of days; ^ 



1 
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Je - sus, our Lord, who re- leas - es from sin, Je - sus, whose name giveth sweet peace within, 
Praise to the Fa - ther who gave his dear Son, Prais-es to Je - sus, the cru - ci - fied one. 




EING THE BELLS. Concluded. 
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Praise to his name, let the cho - rus be • gin, Praise him on earth and in heaven. 
Praise to theSpir-it — to all three in one, Prais - es for - ev- - er be given. 
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EEPENT, BELIEVE, OBEY. 



Music by R. G. Staples. 



:5ij:j-j"tr^=^^:/' ;^ llJTi j^ 




1. Dear children come to God, Cast all your sins a - way; Seek ye the Savior's cleansing blood, Re- 

2. Say not ye can not oome, For Je - sus bled and died That none who ask in humble faith Should 

3. Come then whoever will, Come, while 'tis called to-day. Seek ye the Savior's cleansing blood. Re- 
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CHORIIS. 



-1 ^- K I I r^ I J h-^ ^ ^ 



^ .• 



pent, believe, o-bey. Re - pent, 

ev - er be de - nied. 

pent, believe, o-bey. Repent, believe, obey, 



re - pent, 



. Repent, believe, obey. 



^ 



€-r^ 
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Repent, believe, obey. 



■WP" 
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GIVE PRAISE TO GOD. 



kx^ 
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VlTa«e. 
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E. S. Harrington. 
4— 



3 



W: 



1. Sing to the Lord Je - ho - vah's name, And in his strength re - joice ; 

2. Come, and with hum - bble souls a - dore, Come, kneel be - fore liis face ; 
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When his sal - va - tion is 
Oh, may the crea - tures of 



f 



our theme, 
his power, 



Ex - alt - ed be 
Be chil - dren of 
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our voice, 
his grace. 
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Inf. 
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{With thanks ap-proach his aw - ful sight, And psalms of hon - or sing; 
The Lord's a God of bound -less might. The whole ere - a - tion's . . 

/Now is the time he lends his ear, And waits for your re - quest, 
\ Come, lest he rouse his wrath and swear, Ye shall not see my . . 



:ing. / 

} 



rest. 









GIVE FBAISE TO QQD. Gonoladed. 
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Give praise unto his ho-ly name, May love inspire each tongue, Let all who know and fear the Lord, 



7 Tr r rrn! | ^f | rrr ^ 
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CHORIJSy for last verse only. 
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Join in thejoy-ful song; Glo-ry, glo-ry hal-le - lu-jah, Praisesto the King of kings, Lord of Lords, 




P 



k 



J 






Praise him, Prophet, Priest, and King. 
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^^ 
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Praise him, glory hallelu - jah I Praise him. Prophet, Priest and King, 

Priest and King, 



Praise him, Prophet, Priest, aid King. 



-p — f^ — ■ i^— V — k^ 
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Praise him, Ytoi^\i^\^^tvfe^\.^ww^^vB%^ 
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J. W. Stockton, by permission. 
so III. Not too fast. ^ 



FATHEB'S AT THE WHEEL. 



Le Roy J. BoGGS. 
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^ 
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T^ 



1. A ship in wind and storm was toss'd, The sea ran o'er the deck ; It seemed that all was 

2. There was a time when an-gry waves Would dash against the bark; I called a-loud for 

3. So when thro' storms of life we meet Sad sor-row's gloomy hour, Faith gives us strength to 



ln«t. 




if j^P 





j ^ij i^ j j^ij^ 



sure - ly lost, The ves-sel soon a wreck. A boy stood calm as he was asked If fear he did not 
help to save, Throughout the night sodark. But now when boist'rous waves arise, And heavy thunders 
rise a-bove The darkest clouds that lower. And when our ship is almost lost, These words our woMcan 



9 y -^y 




CHoitrs. 




feel, When straightway came the answer back. My Father's at the wheel. 

peal, A calm pos-sess - es all my heart, While Father's at the wheel. Fa-ther is 

heal. Our peace can ne'er be tempest^tossed, While Father's at the wheel. 



at the 




/ 
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FATHEE'S AT THE WHEEL. Concluded. 

I 



■ ^-J I J i^ J J L, — zr-\-¥ • 4 1 I J = 



^:^# 




wheel, Father is at the wheel ; I fear no storm or tempest wave,While Father's at the wheel. 
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Mbs. M. a. W. Cook. 



JEHOVAH-JIREH. 

"Take ther^ore no thought for the morrow."— Matt. 6 : 34. 



R. 6. Stapi.es. 
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1. In some way or oth- er The Lord will provide; It may not be my wsLjy It may not be thy way, 

2. At some time or oth- er The Lord will provide ; It may not be my time, It may not be thy time, 
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And yet, in his own way. The Lord will pro-vide. 
And yet, in his own time. The Lord will pro-vide. 
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3 Despond, then, no longer, 

The Lord will provide; 
And Jhis be the token — 
No word he hath spoken 
Was ever yet broken, — 

The Lord will provide. 

4 March on, then, right boldly, 

The sea shall divide ; 
The pathway made glorious 
With shoutings victorious, 
We'll join in the chorus. 

The Lord will providA^ 



KHOOKIHO AT THE BOOE. 

ReadBeT. 3: 20. 



. Who at raj door i» eland. 

2. Lone - 17 without he's stay - 

3. All thro' the dark hours drea - 

4. Door of inj heart, I tiai- 

5. Quest of our lore, he eeea 



Pa ■ tient-ly dra 




En-trance within 


Lone - ly within 




Wliile I ara still 


Knocking ^ain 
Thee will T 


is he; 




pen wide ; 


Thougli he rebuke 


- pen-ingno 


" oar door; 






Whose 


in 


rhp 


voice 


T 


hefirT 


Will 
Wait - 


he 

Hhfill 


"m 
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^■i 


He 










Dwell 


with 
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KNOCKING AT THE DOOR. ConcMed. 
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" O - pen the door for me, 
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If thou wilt heed my call - ing, 1 will a-bide with thee." 
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HOUR OF PAETING. 

Dr. T. G. Chattlb. " 27iott sAott guide me try thy counsel, and afterward receiveme to i^tofy."--Psa. 73 : 24. W. W. Bentley. 




f^fim 



1. Gen - tie Sav - ior, be thou near us, As we from each oth - er part, 

2. As the clos - ing hour draws near us, And the night steals gen - tly on, 

3. When the night of death comes o'er us, And our earth - ly prayers are o'er. 




May thy word, its truth im - presa-ing, Shed its light on ev - ery heart. 
Let thy gra - cious pres-ence cheer us, Guard us till the com -ing morn. 
Oh, re - ceive us home to glo - ry, There to praise thee ev - er - more. 




r i T-f s 



sp^ 



From ** The GoldeTi Sheai:' Vj ^^. 
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R. G. S. 



1 LOVE TO SING OF HEAVEK. 



pTfti i' I i: i1^f ^= i=t = N = ^ 



R. 6. Staflrs. 
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1. I love to sing of heav - en, And of the ransomed band, WhoVe passed just on be-fore us, 

2. I love to think of an - gels, The ser - aph host on high, Who strike their harps oe-les • tial, 
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In - to the "Glo - ry-Land." But oh, the thought of meet-ing. Should nev -er cause the mind 
To strains which fill the sky. But oh, the an - gel cho-rus Is not the song we'll sing. 
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To wander from our Je - sus. The Sav-ior of man-kind. 
When saints shall meet in glory. In hon-or of their King. 




3 I love to sing of heaven. 

The home prepared aoove,' 
But most of all of* Jesus, 

Who saves me by his love. 
Of that dear friend of sinners, 

Of which I am the chief, 
Who sought me, — wandering — found 
me — 
kxA dY\^d my teai-s of grief. 




X 



LOED IS IN HIS HOLY TEMPLE. 
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J. T. Grape. 
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Keep si - lence, keep si 



m 



lence, Let all tlie earth keep silence, keep silence before him. 
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Oenfljr. 
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is in his no • 
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The Lord is in his ho ~ ly . tem-ple, The Lord 
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ly tem-ple. Let 
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all the earth keep silence before him, Keep silence before him. Keep silence beiore him. 

J ill 
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Rev. J. B. ViNTOH, Burmah. 



STOEM THE FOBT. 



R. G. Staplb. 



[One of our returned missionaries thinks that the soldiers of Christ should be employed in fA^TOTM^ instead of koldtng the Fort, antf 
sends the following as a substitute for " Hold the Fort." He says. " If I read Yesus' signals aright, there are no times for lurking 
behind stone-walls^ut for storming them. The fort is not ours to hold, but the Devirs (John 14 : 30 ; X2 : 31 ; i6 : iz). HoI(Ung forts is hu 
work."— 7%* fVatcAman, Boston.] 

. ^ - ^ ST-r-f^ ^— ^ ^ I ■ , — — -nr^— B-ft- 




1. Ho! my com-rades, see the sig - naJ, Je - sua waves on high! 

2. See! the loft - y walls are frowning, Held by Sa-tan*s pow'r; 

3. See! the proph-ets now are show-ing How the fort must fall; 



Sa - tan's bat - tie- 
Sin enshrouds the 
There is no such 
On - ward leads our 



4. Fierce and long the siege has last - ed, But the end is near; On - ward leads our 

^1/ " ^ ^ — > > { ^"^"b — u ^ /^ 1 — — ' — " 



CHORUS. WUh vigor, r 




ments are reel - ing, Hear our Cap - tain's cry, 
world in dark - ness, Now's the storm-ing hour, 
thing as fail - ing, Shout, my comrades, all! 
great Com-mand - er, Qieer, my comrades, cheer! 



storm the fort! for I am lead-ing, 
Storm the fort! etc. / 
Storm the fort! etc. 
storm the fort! etc. 




I have shown 




)wn you how; Shout the an - swer back to heav-en, We are read-y — now! 
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Jane Taylor. 



BEAUTIFUL WORLD OF LIGHT. 



-y^-z^ 
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S. B. Ellbnbbrcbr. 
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X. There is a glo - rious world of light, A-bove the star - ry sky. Where saints de- part - ed, doth'd in white, 

2. And hark, a - mid the sa - cred soiig& Those heav'nly voic - es raise, Ten thou-sand thou-^and in-fant tongues 

3. Those are the hymns that we shall know. If Je - sus we o - bey ; That is the place where we shall go, 

4. Soon will our earth - ly race be run. Our mor - tal frame de - cay ; Chil - dren and par - ents j one by one. 




A - dore the Lord most h igh , O , that beau 

U - nite in per - feet praise. O, that, etc. 

If found in wis-dom's way. O, that, etc. 

Must (fie and pass a - way. O, that, etc 



ti - fill world of light, world of light. Where saints and an - gels 
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From " Gems o^ Ptax^.t.Xii^ -^et. 



1. Fierce-ly come, the tempest aweepinET, Down Uie lake of Gal - It- lee; 

2. When aEnightourhomeBareHhaKen, And the howling: winds we hear, 
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R. G. Staples. 
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SUMMEB LAND OF SONG. 

> N n. _. . 



R.S. Hakmhgton. 
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1. Here we shall not always linger. Soon the clouds shall pass a- way; Earth-ly tri - als cease to 

2. There we'll join with angels singing The loud anthems of the sky, But for angels — God the 

3. Tho' we here are always parting, Christians shall ea<:h other greet, In the land of the de- 
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vex us. When we reach the * * gates of day. ' ' There we'll bask in end-less sunshine, Here we 
Fa-ther, Nev - er gave his Son to die. There-fore will our songs be sweeter, When we 
part-ed, Yes! hard by the throne they'll meet. Oh, how sweet the re - cog - ni-tion, When we 
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weep, 'twill not be long. Soon our tears will all be o - ver. In yon Summer - land of Song, 
join the ransom 'd throng, E-ven then the An -gel Cho-rus, In that Summer- land of Song, 
join the blood-wash'd throng, All redeem'd thro' Jesus' merit, In the Summer - land of Song. 
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JISUS THEN I SHOW. 



T. E. Pbkkihs, Cop 



1. When my soul with -in Sor-rowed with its sin, 

2. And when oft oppresa'd, Wajidering from m; rest, 

3. Now, when ev - "ry task Tries the faith i ask. 

4. And when fail-ing breath Tells the hour of death, 



Je - sui swept the shades a - wrj ; 
Who was (juick to see my grief? 
Who be-side me comes to stand? 
Who will be my SPK - it's stay? 




Christ, the Lord di-vioe, Gave his life for m me, Tnmed my dark-ness in - 

Je - BUB, from a-boTe, Shed his help- ful love. Came to bringmesweet _, 

Je - SUB, bless - ed Lord, Speaks the cheering word, Takes me by the trembling 

Je-sus then will '■" * — '- — ' *' '^" '^— 




From "Cilviry Stmst," Vl V^- 



R. G. S, 
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TES HARVEST IS BEADY. 

•* Go work to-<Uiy in my vineyard." — Matt. 21 : 28. 
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R. G. Staples. 
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1 . Christian, the field for faithful la-bor, Wide spreads before thee, en-ter in ; Do what thy hands find 

2. Wait not for oth-ers, souls are dy-infif, Crossing- the dark and tur-bid tide, Speak to liem now, for 

3. Let not a starless crown, my brother, Deck thy fair brow in glo-ry-land, But while 'tis day speak 
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CHORUS. 




and God's fa-yor Will fol-low, if you once be - ffin. Look up! the harvest fields are read-y, The 
time is fly-ing, TeU them of Je - sus cm - ci - fied. Look up! etc, 
to some oth-er, And thus ful-fill the Lord's command. Lookup! etc. 





cry is heard from far and near; Stand not thou idle, labor steady, Strengthen the weak, the doubting cheer. 
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NEATH ELIM'S COOLING PALMS. 






** And they came to Elim, vther* were itoelve wells of water ^ and threescore and ten palm-trees : and they encamped there by 

the waters." — Ex. 15 : 27. 
Rev. B. F. Bristow. F. L. Bristow. 
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1. We are toil - ing onward, hand in hand, hand in hand, We are toil- ing for the promised land; 

2. By the swell-ing waters,clear and 8weet,clear and sweet. Af-ter toil-ing thro* the desert's heat, 

3. There will be no dark and dreary night, dreary night. We shall rest for - ey - er from the fight; 
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Come and join our wea - ry pilgrim band, pilgrim band, We shall rest *neath Elim*s cooling palms. 
We shall rest our worn ana wea-ry feet, wea - ry feet, We shall rest 'neath Elim's cooling palms. 
We shall dwell for - ey - er in the light, in the light. We shall rest *neath Blimps cooling palms. 
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Though the waves loudly roar. We shall pass safely o'er To the bright happy shore of the blest, we shall rest 








Froiii "GoJdcn Gate," by per. ). Chwch ?lCo, 



'NEATH ELIM'S COOLING PALMS. Concluded. 
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By the clear sil-ver g^leam Of the life-givinf; stream, We shall rest 'neath Elim's coolings palms. 
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Dr. HOKATIUS BONAK. 




HEAET AND LIP. 

" Lei me draw near with a true heart** — Heb. xo : 22. 






R. G. Staples. 






1. Help me, my God, to speak True words to thee each day; Real let my voice be when 1 praise 

2. Thy words are true to me. Let mine to thee be true; The speech of my whole heart and soul, How- 
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trustfnl when I pray. And trustful when I pray, 
ev - er, low and few, How-ev - er, low and few. 
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3. True words of grief for sin. 

Of lon^jping to be free. 
Of groaning for deliverance, 
|: Kndi likeness. Lord, to thee. : | 

4. True words of faith and hope. 

Of godly joy and grief: 
Lord, IheW<^.^^'>^'«-^^>^' 




We shall reslaivtknowna uigul sh . When we'nninaureanhlynK.JiulbeyoildthiivaEeofsorTOW.Onlile'siIiounuEiK.thra' God'ip 
Soon WE'llJi^n Ihe taiaamticiioTas Round the Ihrone. far, fanLbuvc These Lmirgroundi of sin ud locrow. In (he sunshine of God's I 
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" From PckW ot Soot" ^fj vw- 



BRINGING IN THE SHEAVES. 
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.** 7^e harvest is the end of the world," — Matt. 13 : 39. 
Words from Fillmore's ** Songs of Glory," by per. 
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Geo. a. Minor. 
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1. Sowing in the mom - ing, sowing seeds of kindness, Sowing in the noon-tide and the dew-y eves; 

2. Sowing in the sun - shine, sowing in the shadows, Fearing lyeither clouds nor winter's chilling breeze; 

3. Go, then, ev-er weep-ing, sowing tor the mas - ter, Tho' the loss sustained our spir-it of- ten brieves; 
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Waiting for the har- vest, and the time of reaping. We shall come, re-joic-ing, bringing in the sheaves. 

By and by the har- vest, and the la-bor end - ed, We shall come, re-joic-ing, bringing in the sheaves. 

When our weeping's o- ver, He will bid us welcome, We shall come, re-joic-ing, bringing in the sheaves. 



^- 



■#-#-^-i«-#- 






■0— • 1 — -5 - t-k ^ L L — ^ - # 

•^=—^ ^ p-r r — [-» — » — *z — L ' L 



V— b^ 



v—v- 



V 



.#— «— ft. 



:ff=e 



^?- 



V u u u -^ 



CHORUS. 
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Bringing in the sheaves, Bringing in the sheaves, We shall come,re-joic - ing, bringing in the sheaves 
Bringing in the sheaves, Bringing in the sheaves. We shall come,re-joic- ( Omit) 
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ing, bringingfti the sheaves. 
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WITH CONTBITE HEAETS WE COME. 




** Lord, to whom shall wegof thou hast the words of eternal li/e.*'— John 4 : 68. 

^ 

r 



R. G. Staplbs. 
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1. To Thee, in youth's bright momine, Fa-ther of all, we pray; While thought and fan - cy 

2. To Thee, in life's last e - ven, WeUl tune our fee - bier breath, Hear all our sins for- 

3. When from death's sleep we waken. No fears shall us surprise, All earth - ly things for- 

4. With rap - ture then in-creas-ing. For - ev - er we'll re - joice: And prais - es nev - er- 
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dreaming, Lead on the ris - ing day. We come, 

giv - en. And soft - ly sleep in death. We come, etc. 

sak - en. What love shall meet our eyes. We come, etc. 

ceas - ing. Shall wake each tune-ful voice. We come, etc. 
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we come, 
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we come, 



we come. 
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ther of all, wP come to thee, We come. 



we come. 
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With contrite hearts to thee. 
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From "Pearls of Song/' by per. 



we come. 



we come. 
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Wm. H. Clark. 



THE EOYAL FOUNTADf. 




W. J. KiRKPATRICK. 
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2. 
3. 
4. 
5. 
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See where the liv-ing waters fflide, From David's house they sweetly flow; Who washes in the 
It flows an ev - er running stream, Pure as the fountain of his grace, Who died that he mi^ht 

Down thro' the a - ges flowing wide, Its vir - tue is to - day the same, As when from out his 
Who-ev-er will, may drink and live; New life the healing draught inspires: From those who nothing 
All o-ver Canaan s goodly land, Wheig saints enjoy such sweet repose; 'Mid pastures green on 




cleansing tide, Is whit - er than the driv-en snow. Then come to the Roy-al foun-tain, 

thus re-deem The fall - en sons of Adam's race. Then come, etc. 

Eierc-ed side. The min-gledtide of be-ingcame. Then come, etc. 

ave to give. The roy - al bounty naught requires. Then come, etc. 

ev - 'ry hand. King Dav-id's roy-al fountain flows. Then come, ^etc._ ^ ^ /?, - 
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Ev-er in its stream a - bide; 



Come to the Roy-al foun-tain. Opened in the Savior's side. 
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ON TEE SSOALS. 



1. A cry comes o-ver the deep, Waiting of dy-inir bouIs. 'Tin echoed in ev - 'ry heart. 
?i. Sweethope went out with the day. Rudder and compass loat; Despair raore dark than night. 
3. Qnick! goint to thejavinff ^ck Looming from out the deep' Whose^beacon t^peril'^ouls 




Brothers are on the shoals! The bteaters are dashing: hiffh. And death is in ev - 'ry waxe, 

Crowneth the tem-pest - tOBBed; No help may come from the sea. No sue - cor from the land, 

Ey-er will safe - ly k""!!, No matter how fierce the gtorm, How madly the bil-Iow rolls. 
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ON THE SHOALS. Concluded. 
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song, While pray 'r its burden rolls, That he who rules the storm Will bring them off the shoals. 




of song, 
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HEAE MY HUMBLE PLEA. 
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R. G. Staples. 
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1. Precious Savior, Lord of all! Hear my humble plea; Contrite at Thy feet I, fall. Hear my humble plea, 

2. Precious Savior,makeme thine Hear my humble plea ;To Thy ways my heart incline, Hear my humbleplea, 

3. Precious Savior, lo! I come.Hear my humbleplea; Atthecrosslknow there's room,Hearmy humbleplea, 
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Thou hast suffer'd shame for me.Naughthave I to bring to Thee,Hear,0,hear my plea,Thou dids't die forme. 
Look in mercy from above. Fill my soul with thy great love. Hear, 0,hear my plea, Thou dids ' t die for me. 
I am penitent with grief, Speak the word anagiverelief,Hearmyhumbleplea,Thoudids'tdieforme. 
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THE SOUL'S BETHESDA. 



^^ 






" Far an anj^l weui dawn at a certain season into the^ool^ and troubled the water.** '-John $ I 4. 
R. G. Staples. Jambs H. Andbrson. 
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1. The waters are troubled, sinner, draw near; Step in, there is heal-ing\ Then doubt not, nor fear; 

2. The waters are troubled. The deep pool is stirred, And Jesus standsread-y 'To save those who Ve erred; 

3. The waters 
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raters are troubled, And prayer shall prevail; Oh! seek thy salvation. Thou canst not well fail. 
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Believe in the prom-ise. Be cleans 'd of thy sin. Behold thy Beth - es - da, Sad soul, and step inT^ 
The waters are mov - ing Poor sin-sick for thee; Behold thy sal - va- tion. Step in, and be free, 
Rehold as a lep - er, Defiled by thv sin, The waters are troubled, Poor sinner, step in. 
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The waters are troub - led ; sinner, draw near; Step in, there is healing; Then doubt not nor fear. 
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From "Pearls of Song,** by ptt. 
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M. F. Mauob. 



THINE FOBEVEB. 



T. E. Perkins. Cop. 1875. 
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1. Hear us from thy throne above, Thine for-ev-er, ev-er, God of love! Here and in e - ter - ni- 

2. They who find in thee,their rest, Thine for-ev-er, ev-er, oh, how blest! Oh, defend us to the 

3. Let us all thy goodness share, Shelter on-ly, on-ly, in thy care, These thy frail and trembling 
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REFRAIN. 

Show the way 1 



Show the way I 
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Guide us 
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ty, Thine for - ev-er, ev-er, may we be. 
end, Guardian Savior, Savior, heavenly Friend! 
sheep, Thine for-ev-er, ev-er, Sav-iorkeep! 



Show the way! 
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Show the way! 
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the realms of day. 
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Guide us to the realms of day, Shield us thro' the earthly 8trife,Thine forever, ev-er, Lord of life ! 



t 




From *• Calvary Son^," Vr^v^'t 
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